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CHAPTER XVII. 

The general reader can scarcely ima^e 
the hesitation with which writers record events 
arismg from, or connected with their personal 
adventures. Every occurrence out of the com- 
mon track has an air of fiction or improbability, 
and every character at all uncommon, is consi- 
dered out of nature. But a little reflection 
would remove many of those impressions. The 
very facts that on paper always look so unreal, 
are in every day life perpetually happening 
around us; and many a scene performed by our 
ewn circle, or in which we take a part, only want 
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to be printed, to make ihem pass tlie bounds of 
' belief. Tlie fact is, tbat it is the fewness of 
those varied passages of life which are recorded, 
I that gives to them this apocryphal air. Were 
» thousandth part of the^iuing- romances of the 
tme to be given to the world, those inventiona 
which have staggered credulity, would be pro- 
' Bounced tame and insipid, and all would declare 
' what every one can vouch for from his own 
r experience, that romance is the mere common 
place of life, and, like some of the general phe- 
nomena of nature, i^ incredible only to those 
who do not examine into that which forms the 
[ yery essence of their own being. 

1 have been led to say this much, from the 
rather singular nature of the circumstance* 
which combined to give a tone of what may be 
considered the marvellous, to the situations in 
which fate had placed the chief personages con- 
nected with the story I am telling. Both the 
persons and the events are certainly somewhat 
put of the track of ordinary affairs, and it is of 
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course for that reason, I have chosen to record 
them here i but I trust that my readers will not 
return to their actual presence now, with the 
less . syniiiathy, for knowing that thCy were 
subject to the same kind of influences, which 
have most probably, some time or other, che- 
quered the life of every individual reader, who 
may cast a line of thought into the fathomless 
depths of memory. 

Dun Melchior, it will be recollected, was fast 
recovering from his wound, under the skill of 

I~ the jnonk, and the attention of Malvide. The 
particulars of their by-gone days which I have 
sketched, were gleaned chiefly during the in- 
t«val between the attempted murder of my 
hero and his convalescence. When Malvide 
acquired, in the certainty of her lover's safety, 
a little portion of her natural gaiety, she used 
often to revert to the strange circumstances of 
her Cagot disguise, and the semblance of half- 
idiotcy and deformity, which she was forced to 
treat i to her eatlj fears of my being; leagued in 
^ 




some way with her friends or Melchior'aeneHiJeeJ 
to her recovered confidence, and again recurring 
apprehensions on the visit of Seijeant Passepar- 
tout, and the murderer — from the mention of 
whom filie shrunk. As for nie, I at times doubted 
the identity of the person v/ho now conversed 
with me go freely. I felt often as if something 
was wanting to the reality of the scene ; as if the 
hut was but half furnished with its stock of 
mortal moveables, and that the limping, hooded, 
and fancied ugly girl sliovld be th^e, to make 
I ail real and right. More than once did Maf- 
I iide gratify my somewhat sceptical anxiety, 
by arranging her capulet as she >viis wont to do 
in her disguise, and sportively mimicking her 
own voice and gesture— and I have been startled, 
while she limped before me, as though I ga/ed 
on tlie accurate iikencss of some well known but 
uoplcasing object. Her liood thrown aaide, and 
her beauteous face beaming out, I was again 
both satisfied and contented as to licr identity. 
Nothing could exceed Melchior'e surprise, at 





the hee avowal which Father Muiioz mode tu 
him of the cause of bis mysterious djsappcarai 
and temporary abandoDment of the world. He 
CDuLd scarcely credit the possibility (^ bis frtemrs 
boyish passion for Malvide i and still more <li(l 
it appear impossible that it could yet linger in 
the breast which had undergone auch thorough 
revolutions of passion and fet^ing, such total 
dfaange of sentiment, and which now beat with 
emotions so wide of that one. If even Melchior 
was sceptical on a point which involved deep 
adoration for the object of his own idolatry, 
well might my readers be so — but they will 
perhaps admit the strong hold taken of the heart 
by a first passion, and acknowledge, with a con- 
■dous ^gh, the spell it casts over the mind, 
irhich new scenes, new sentiments, new fortunes, 
new worlds cannot dissolve. 

Malvide was still more astonished at thii 
revelation, which it was absolutely necessary to 
convey to her, to account for the monk's repug- 
nance to another meeting with her. Her incre- 




dulity, however, can be believed by those who 

wnnprehend the delicate texture of a truly 

modest mind, coiisiiioiis of it^ purity, but igno- 

'I^TOnt of its worth. Whi-n she was at length 

I'.'boiivinced by the solemn assuranees of her lover, 
lOBtrengthened by my poor confirmation, of the 
-fhial nature of Father Munoz's feeiinga, she 
»^fled from almost the sound of his name : so litde 
■*%a3 she gratified at this triumphant proof of her 
"External charms, and so still less desirous of 
^ionfirming it by a display of lier mental excel- 
'Jence. 
But notwithstanding all this mtitual motive 
tor avoidance, Malvideand the monk were about 
to have one meeting by their joint consent, and 
6iie of a nature fit to shake to the very founda- 
tion the structure of self-denial wiiich he at least 
had been raising. 

Don Melchior, on the very first day of his 
being sufficiently recovered to move out of the 
but, and with all the delicacy which the subject 
Kcjuired, told Father Munos of hi&.and MaL- 
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videV anxious deure that a marriage Rhould be 
immediately aolemuized between them, such as 
would bind them by religious contract, altliougli 
under present circumstances no legal ceremony 
could possibly take place. The delicacy of 
Malvide'a situatioiij'orj as she fell it, the «ideli- 
cacy, inevitable as it *as, made this step impe- 
rative ; %nd it became the more urgent, from the 
ifeaTs of both herself and Melchior, that were not 
Buch a bar thrown iu the way, the obstinate 
pareots might discover their retreat, and at any 
moment tear them asunder. Once, however, 
joined together by the ties of religion, they would 
possess a guarantee for safety that no resent- 
ment would venture to violate. Malvide might 
without reproach or scandal, devote herself to 
heir sacred duties towards him, who would be 
then in the sight of heaven her omn — while the 
promptest measures might be taken to tie the 
legal knot which would malce her wholly his. 

All this was put plainly and calmly, but for- 
cibly by Melchior to his friend ; and he ended 




with a request that the fiaonk WouJd consent to 
sanction Hie measure, and nominate eataa one 
from among his stra^itig brethren to officiate 
on the occasion. 

Father Munoz listened composedly and un- 
moved,; and when Melchior had finished speaking, 
be said, in a dignified and solemn tone, 

"I have listened, my friend, with attention, 
but I had anticipated all you meant to say. 
Could you have Buj^poeed nie so indifferent to 
your happinesa — to Iter's — as not to have weighed 
well every circumstance of your present situa- 
tion ? You believe me oppressed with thought* 
of more magnitude, but I have yet room enough 
left in my mind for considerations which em- 
brace your liappiness. My personal views are 
beyond this world, but I still possess feelings for 
its affairs, when the weal of others is at stake. 
Witness the contents of this girdle, this sabre, 
these copies of correspondence, this form, woni 
already by fatigue, a. constitution breaking fast ! 
Yes, Melchior, your welfare is dear to me, and 
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I have not forgottea it. I enter into all your 
tbougbts, aod am ready to aid yuiir wishes ; nor 
shall you seek a stranger to perform the most 
important action which involves your happiness. 
/ will unite you with Malvide ! At the alur of 
God I will meet her, with feelings of subdued 
jffit undiminished strength ; glowing with a flamt 
ss bright and pure as the incense that shall 
burn before me; and mounting up, liko it, 
an offering to heaven, while I perform a double 
sacrifice, wortliy a Christian priest, and fitting « 
Hnful man !" 

Against this decision of the priest there was 
Ho appeal ; his manner had a stamp of authority 
upon it that prevented dissent, and silenced 
^position ; and even Melchior, his conqueror in 
the field, felt an undescribable sense of aw«, 
while singly in the presence of this strange 
bemg, whose influence seemed to extend to all 
who came in contact with him. This unexpected 
arrangement was communicated by Melchior to 
iMalviUe; and s^e, , ftlthough with .ffHnigs. of 
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infinite coDBtraint, consented. I was infonned 
o£ Father Munozs determination, by her and 
Melciiior jointly; and to me was left the 
management of the exterior matters leading; to 
6 ceremony, which was fixed for the morrow. 
llarTo give as much stdemnity as possible to th« 
marriage, it was decided that it should be per- 
formed in the chapel of the Virgin, in the Vale 
of Htas, before noticed. Don Mekhior's weak 
state made it necessary that he should be carried 
tho-e, in the easiest kind of litter to be hastily 
constructed ; and to secure as much respecla^ 
bility as was consistent with secrecy, and the 
limited extent of present connections, it was 
settled, that the duty of ^ving anay the bride 
^ould devolve on Serjeant Passepartout — 
my religion incapacitating me from sudi an 
important task. I was deputed to make the 
communication to my friend the Serjeant, and I 
immediately crossed the ravine to his quarters. 
to lose no time on my migsion. 

When the serjeant saw me scrambling up lh« 
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roiigfaeitttBd^^^rUsl: path^ but which wad tide 
tillfl wak xkiQit'idoteito <lhe^oek «ii whieWh<( 
BaJHremiingiihe sorted Up'«nd Tui^«d towiirdi 
m«,^«ibiiig down hk^beak, and wiping his ey«« 
witkhiB Uadk. nlk ii^toaf>9 which he hastily took 
ffOBiihis head^ for diai purpose, and to salute 
iQ0^a^4to:aanie time* 

n^irood evening, Serjeant/' said I, pufllngf 
for breath* 

. The Serjeant seemed as much out of wind>«a 
myself, for be squeezed; my hand and sobbeot, 
but. did not speak. 

> '< Why, what's the matter ?"" said I ; << yoM 
are not iUy I hope ?^ 

tiff' No^nothing— never mind-^not at all ill— ^* 
answered he,< with averted face — ^^ not iU, belt 
sacre pegte i these fellows have no right to sport 
with oneV feelings in this way r 

M<Who? What? Pray explain,'' said I, 
anxioudly. - * - v • ' 

<* I can'i explain/' replied he — *^ don't yon 
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see I can't? Curse this aensibiJity of mine, it 
plays the very devil with a man's comfort — but 
then the women like it" — added he, looking 
full in my face, with a brisk and smiiking ex- 
pression on his ; •■' they like it, depend upon it 
they do ; and this very fellow, this Kacine here, 
with sU his poetry, could not make his way 
faster to a female heart by writing his verses, 
than I could by weeping over them. Yes, I 
am not at all ashamed of it ; I have cried myself 
sick, (blowing his nose fiercely) ay, quite 
sick of the sorrows of this dear Iphigenie (taking 
up the book), and my tears dry up again as if 
a furnace blew its blasts over them : such is my 
indignation at the cruel brute of a father who 
would have sacrificed her. And as to that 
Achillea, my own name-sake, a brave soldier 
though, we must allow tliat, he'd have fought 
the devil to pve him his due; but if he had 
had a friend Uke me in all Aulide, he'd have 
carried the girl off, in spite of every impedi- 





ment, and I'd have hdped him? Ay, may I 
perish if I' would not have rasiried them my- 
self*"'' ."i ■■ 

I t»uld seartfely avoid takitig off my hat, and 
makii^ a low bow to the memory of Racine, for 
having so opportunely worked up the feelings 
of the Serjeant, to suit the very purpose I 
had in hand. I saw that he was in the vein, 
and I lost no time in coming to the point. A 
very few words sufficed to state the object of 
my visit, and in fewer still he gave his delighted 
consent to perform the part assigned him, wind- 
ing up with a prayer for the happiness of the 
intended bride, as fervent an if he had been her 
father a thousand times over. 

I returned soon to the hut, recounted the 
auGceas of my applicatiou, helped my friends to 
a laugh on the strength of the Serjeant's heroics, 
and employed the rest of the evening in prepar- 
ing the " order of the procession" for the 



The morrow came, and a bright sky and clear 
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atraoBphere smiled propitiously on the dayi 
Son Melchior felt a whole month^s amendment 
to have resulted from the happy feelings of 
big^it. He arose early, assisted by his faithful 
soldier servant, who with one of his comradea 
formed tlie whole suite of the late commander 
of so many hundreds. He was cheerful and 
Jooked Well, and Malvidc was a living emhlem 
of the best feelings of the mind acting on an 
enlarged and lofty spirit : her bearing was 
■uited to the importance of the day. She looked 
conscious of the serious station she occupied ; 
but the tender sentiments which filled her heart, 
gave hw an air of blended dignity and softness, 
Hfhich was at once striking and soothing. I, 
accompanied by the monk, arrived early at the 
hut from Gedro; Serjeant Passepartout, with 
four of his men, bomi joined us, and after the 
fonn of breakfasting was gone through by the 
chief actors in this scene, wo prepared for our 
descent into the valley where the chapel stood. 
'Father Munoz abstained irom enteting the 
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hut, or having the gratification of speaking to 
his friend, so scrupulously did he avoid the 
possibility of meeting with Malvide, until on 
the steps of the altar, he might safely tru»t his 
eyes with the sight of those matured and cul- 
tivated charms, which in their very opening had 
so inflamed his youthful mind, and even in his 
late unexpected meeting with them, while 
shrouded in the semblance of death itself, had 
shaken his lieart to its inmost depths. He 
therefore lingered at the foot of the hill, in sight 
of tlie hut, and ready to precede our advance as 
Moa OS we set out. 

In a very little time we were on our march. 
Don Melchior lay on a kind of couch, composed 
of mattrasses and bolsters, placed on branches of 
pine, and carried at arm's length by Serjeant 
Passepartout's kind-hearted soldiers, who were 
relieved at intervals by Don Melchior's servant 
and his comrade. The narrowilesB of the paths 
made it imjKissiblefor Malvide to walk beside 
her lover, as she two or three times attempted ; 





I 



thB oagot's hut. ' 

but she followed close to his litter, l4anlhg| on 
my arm ; while Seijeaot Passepartout, with a 
solicitude at once respectful and paternal, kept 
BB close to her as possible, wiiii an expression 
of fatherly importance and gravity on his coun- 
tenance, quite suited to the solemnity of the 
office he was prepared to fulfil. 

Descending at a gentle yet steady pace, and 
ooiy halting occasionally for a few minutes to 
rest the bearers, we soon reached the ievet 
ground of the valley, and led by the RKmkj 
we itrived At the ponderous rock,* which I 
bsTe before noticed, and there following the 
example of our holy guide, a short pause was 
made, and all the party knelt — those who felt it 
» duty — saying a short prayer to the Virgin, 
(who, as tradition testifies, once honoured this 
rock by her appearance upon it) and such of 
us as were sceptical, going through the cere- 
mony from courtesy to our companions. 





, UocCiiuore in movement, t)ie chapel of our 
I Lady of Heas soon appeared to us, situated io 
the oval deptli of the circus wliich terminate! 
the valley. The desolateniajoaty of this temple 
is amazingly impressive. Encircled by abrupt 
and Kirren mountains, it stands in its solitude, 

Ins a type of religion amidst tlie desert asperlljet 
fd the mind; and softening by its beuigmiDt 
influence the rude sublimities uf nature. The 
HtuatioQ of this elegant structure in the midst 
of chaotic creation, brings the contrast of nature 
tpd art more home to tlie mind than any illus- 
tfation I have ever witnessed —and had I not 
qiatter to dwell on, pregnant with greater in- 
terest to me, I might add some of my own 
vague reveries on the subject of poetical suscep- 
tibility, to the vapoury speculations which the 
■Ubject has already drawn forth. 

A group of three or four men was standing at 
the porch of the chapel when it broke upon our 
«ght, but on the approach of Father Munoz 
they reticed into it, and the entire of our party 
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■oon leached the entrance, ,T was too ffiudi 
occupied with the observation of Malvide and 
Melchior, to pay minute utention to the aiir- 
rounding scenery. It made, however, a strong 
impression upon me, as hearing an aspect of most 
uncompromising savagenees. The hollowed en* 
trance of the amphitheatre showed the dried up 
bed of a lake, which, formed ttvo centuries back 
by the bursting of a torrent, was, about forty 
years since^ by a new phenomenon, swept dry 
Kt once, its waters rushing from it with terrific 
■peed, and ravaging the valley as they forced 
their way along. When I looked around me in 
search of some spot of verdure, I only saw a 
•canty patch of herbage-ground, here and there 
among the crags, and even these sliowcd the 
traces of a hail-storm of unusual fury, that had 
a fortnight before seared the fair face of vegeta- 
tion, and scarcely left its vestige on the land. 
I turned from all this to the contemplation of 
the lover's sun-bright looks ; but I felt, on en- 
tering the chapel, a spell of I knew not what 
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''^TW^ArS? obj^ tliat struck -toe within were 
aUt'hf ii nl^iitt to lessed Aiis feeling. Above 
i^mtfbtihe'MxBggYing vagabbrids of « The 
Fkittli^^'^ere scattered in the church, leaning 
ikgfuMstHhe piAars, or lounging near the alitar. 
]^iMr]ffiflcKibr 'arid myself exchanged electrical 
ll6ok:8, abd at the next instant both our eyes 
ttTtri^d tin Mai vide who suddenly became the 
eblMlr of de^th. A hurriQd glance shewed me 
PifH^^r^WiiCs cotkntenance, and it spoke dis^ 
plfe£j£ild'ast6hishmetit--but when my gaze fixed 
db'tbe itodrik, as he stood with his back to th6 
aBSil^f I yaw a calm attd proud enthusiasm b^am-' 
id^'ffotrihfe fkoe: 

**' 'Tis nothing but chance,'' said I to Mel- 
clftbi^alid'Mtdii^de; *♦ this' is the natural refuge 
orthose fanktics^ in their idle hours — be assured' 
'fetfothing-bf design;" 

'^Melehior shook his head, dissatisfied— ^but he 
fd'Malvide^s hand fondly between his, and' 
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she Einiled and recovered the natural colouring 
of her cheeks. The litter was nuw laid down, 
Melchiof stood up from it, and leaning on my 
arm he walked up the aisle ; and when we 
reached the altar steps, lie kneit upon them and 
leaned against the railing for support. Malvide 
was close beside him ; Serjeant Passepartout 
stood up erect, as though on parade ; and I 
with the French soldiers occupied a place at a 
respectful distance from the rest. Melchior's 
Spanish attendants stood like sentinels outside 
the chapel, and the soldiers of the Faith seemed 
carelessly to occupy themselves as before, re- 
garding the rude representations of miracles and 
portraits of saints, daubed by some rustic artist 
on the walls. 

I felt a delicacy that forbade me to pay too 
strict an attention to rites in which I might have 
been considered, in a sectarian point of view, to 
have no sympatliy. I therefore neither looked 
nor listened too minutely, contenting myscif 
with s passing glance of admiraUon a Malvide, 
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vHose simple robe of white muslin, fastened 
closely round her neck, assorted chastely with 
the ungarnlshed ringlets of her hair, and the 
natural blushes of her cheeks. From this lovely 
object my eyes wandered to the splendours of 
the altar, and its four richly wreathed columns, 
in the oval cavity behind which was enshrined 
^e suspended figure of the Virgin herself, in all 
the holiness of paint and gilding, surrounded by 
logels of equal dignity; while the dove-like 
emblem of the spirit of life surmounted all, in 
clouds of pink and blue. Two minor altars 
flanked this principal one, and were severally 
decorated with pictorial anticipations of purga- 
tory and the last judgment, in each of which the 
gross imagination of the artist had embodied 
the most revolting notions of bigotry and blas- 
phemy. Such are the disfiguring mockeries that 
d^ado this beautiful temple, and stifle the 
pure breatliings of religion in their spurious 
atmosphere. 

The monk had for some minutes spokec 



n tone — I know not in what form of words 
I saw that Melchior aod J^aj^ideT^M' 
laring to reply ; but hefore either could 
utter a response, or epeak the words that Were to 
bind them together for life, Don Melchior's 
Spanish servant rushed into the cliapel, and with 
unrevereniial haste proceeded up tlie aisle. The 
monk looked, as I thought, astonished; and 
both Melchior and Malvide started up from 
their kneeling position, and listened eagerly to 
ji.some whispered communication from the ser- 
vant. Don Melchior looked surprise personi- 
fied, while Malvide clasped her hands, as if de- 
light was mixed with her wonder. 

A bustle at the church door excited my at- 
tention; and looking in that direction, I per- 
ceived two of the inelegant sedan-chairs of the 
country, used for the conveyance uf delicate or 
ailing admirers of the picturesque, out of whififa 
an elderly gentleman and lady were coming. 
But a figure, rather incMigruous to the solemn 
scene and its romantic associations, particularly 
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struck me. This vas a spruce, powdered, 
laced, and liveried lacquey, in that overdone 
grotesque Costume which is so common, even 
nor, amongst the old nobility of France. Thia 
fellow came capering up the aiele, with an air 
and smile that I thought familiar to me — but I 
was Boon put out of doubt as to my imperfect 
recollection of him, by Malvide springing for- 
ward (o meet him, with a frank and cordial 
manner, exclaiming, " Felix ! Is it then you, 
indeed ? And can it be possible that what I 
is tlie truth ?" 

Yes, my dear Mademoiselle, that it is, if 
ly worthy friend here, Antonio, understood my 
lumbling, and told you that the Vicomte and 
Madame are come to give you away." 

Here the confused surprise of Malvide and 
Melchior was completed by the entrance of the 
Vicomte and Vicomtesse d'Euplandre, As they 
advanced into the church, a young man of sim 
pie mien, who accompanied them to the door, 
retired almost unperceived except by me; and 
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I observed him to mount a horse which was- 
held by an attendant, and gallop away at full 
speed. 

In a moment Malvide was clasped in her 
mother's arms^ from which she withdrew awhile, 
only to fly into her father's less cordial embrace. 
A scene of brief but most important explanation 
ensued, to lead to which it is necessary shortly 
to state the results of Felix'^s return to his tnas- 
ter''s chateau, after the night on which I made 
his acquaintance, and of his departure from the 
Cagot's hut, accompanied by his quondam asso- 
ciate, the vile Sauchez. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

YU-.-.;, -r... ... . ■ 

,^i,^ct sopner did the news of Felix's return to 

<^j^i)Qh4tfau penetrate into the Vicomte's study 
ff^^\^wi£e*^ boudoir y than ^they both came out 
jj(;^flfi€^^ the long expected messenger. There 
was an au* of broken pride about the father^ as 
if the disgrace rather than the loss of his child 
was most thought of. The mother bore all the 
evidence of sleepless nights and days passed in 
weeping. '- ^ 

Felix's first exclamation was, " She is safe !" 
and, without a word of reply to the rapid ques- 
tions which assailed him, he produced Mai videos 
epistle to her parents, the rough sketch of which 
had caught my attention as it lay on the table 

c 2 




ia the Cagot's hut- In this letter she avowed 
the Btep she had taken, in language of adec- 
tionate respect to those to whom she owed her 
beiog, but of firm devotitm to him who now 
owned her first allegiance ; she did not disuover 
the place of her concealment, but expressed her 
anxiety to do so when she should recwve an 
assurance that her parents would sanction her 
choice by their consent, and sanctify her nuptials 
by their blessing. 

The unbounded joy of her mother on seeing 
the certificate of Malvide's existence, and having 
her safety confirmed by the assurance of Felix, 
led herinto a hundred absurd but natural displays. 
The first feeling of her heart was delighted con- 
sent to Malvide's union with Melchior; and she 
urged her husband to set off immediately with 
her, guided by Felix, to fulfil to the utmost 
their recovered child's desire. But the Vicomte 
did not travel quite so fast on this road to recon- 
dhation. Satisfied that his child was safe, he 
required a httle time for what he called reflec- 





r mm, but which was, in fact, stratagem. He 
ide a fmitlesB effort to persuade Felix to be- 
tray the secret of Malvide's retreat, but thiB the 
honest fellow steadily refused to do. Finding 
this attempt unsuccessful, the Vicomtc cogitated 
on the best method to accomplish his design of 
regaining his daughter, and of still preventing 
her marriage with her plighted lover. 

The Vicomte had, in his early intercourse 
with the world, obtained that little smattering 
ttf diplomatic guile which men of limited intel- 
lect consider tantamount to wisdom, because 
it enables them to deceive and overreach those 
gifted beings in whom talent leaves no room for 
the base chicaneries of mean minds. The 
Vicomte had •mystified many a better man than 
biinself, and he thought he ran no risk of failure 
in doing so now with so insignificant a personage 
as his own servant Felix, although he knew the 
fellow to be sharp and shrewd. He succeeded 
amply In deceiving his wife, but Felix proved 
too cunning for him. When the latter ' 
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Wfter two days' expectation, summoneil io receWe 
his master's decision on the grand question of 
liis daughter's happiness, he soon perceived that 
sincerity was the very farthest of all posaible 
tilings from the Viconite's mind. White he 
whined, Snd sermonized, and protested, his 
credulous wife bore the responses with a tone of 
earnest honesty, but Fehx did not credit a single 
word his master said. He consented to forgive 
' Malvide, and promised to go to her and formally 
hand her over to her lover's possession, to spnre 
all reproaches, forget past differences, and give 
her a handsome marriage portion on the spot, 
and he demanded of Felix to tell the place of 
her retreat. 

It was now Felix's turn to dif^maiisx. He 

professed his ample reliance on the Vicomte's 

sincerity, and his delight at the turn affairs had 

' taken, and vowed, with great apparent candour, 

'that he did not know the actual place where 

■ Malvide was concealed, but that he left her in 

B cottage in the neighbourhood of Gedro, fiom 
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'bioh, however, it was most probable Don Mel- 

ior had removed her. To the Vicomte'" 

.tionof whether he was ready tulead to the 

itlage where he left her, Felix answered that 

i#e was most willing but not quite reaihj, and 

ie demanded two or three days respite from the 

journey, with a well-invented and better told 

le of ftn illness, tlie consequence of his lute 

:iguea. This request was conceded, and the 

iltarangements were concluded by an intimation 

im tlie Vicomte that, to give more seriousness 

the proceeding, he would endeavour to pre- 

IfjiVail on Monsieur Depourvu, the rejected suitor, 

not only peaceably to abandon his claims on 

Malvide, but to consent to form one of the 

party, to give up in person all pretensions to 

her hand, and even attend the ceremony of its 

being bestowed on Melchior. 

Fehx thought this was widely oversliootinj; 
the mark of probable obsequiousness on the 
I part of even the ample Monsieur Depourvu; 

L niT uid, uiAvinced that some treachery was intended, 
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be was resolved to use every precautioo to cam^ 
teract it. The poor fellow was indeed sadly 
pLizzied what to do, or huw to oppose machinar 
lions which he did not even understand. He 
wished to write to Don Melchior and Malvide ; 
but the uncertainty of ail'airs at the seat of fron- 
tier war made him abandon that pian. Fathet 
Munoz's quarters he thought more likely to 
be fixed, for he knew nothing of the ruinous 
attempt which the warhke monk had made, and 
which scattered him and his followers still more 
widely on the face of the earth. To the priest, 
therefore, he wrote, giving a full detail of the 
matters which were passing at the Chateau 
d'Euplandre, warning him of the approaching 
arrival of the Vieomte and his party, and en- 
treating the pious champion of church and 
state to devote his best energies to devisingplahs 
for the safety of the interesting, and about-to-be 
persecuted young lady, whom he had already 
promised to protect. This letter he forwarded 
by a trusty messenger, a sort of itinerant cou- 




who gained his livelihood by carrying 
I m secret communications of this kind, and who 
s^ely delivered his despatches into Father 
Munoz's hands at the inn of Gedro, three 
days afterward-;, late in the evening, when he and 
I had returned from our attendance on Don 
Melchior at the Cagot's hut. 

This step taken, Felix fe!t his mind in some 
slight meaeure relieved, but he still suffered 
l^eat inquietude on the score of his own inca- 
' p>city to avert the treachery which he feared 
t«» be impending over his dear young mistress. 
The time, however, approached for setting out, 
Vid he prepared to act as guide on the eventful 
I jpurney, with a heavy presentiment of difficulty, 
danger, and disappointment. When the party, 
donsisting of the Vicomte, his lady, Monsieur 
Depourvu, and Felix, reached St. Sauveiir, 
I within a few miles of the vale of Heas, they 

I were obliged to abandon the carriage in which 

^^H tfaey had travelled so far, as the road farther 
^^^L en was impassable, except for those 
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ijourneyed on horseback, on foot, or in the EOt^eii 
chairs be fore- mentioned. The arrangements for 
.the remainder of the route were soon made, two 
bf those conveyances being engaged for the old 
couple, anc! a horse for the young gentleman, 
while Felix was to precede the others with a staff 
1 his hand, acting at once as guide and running 
ifootman. 

Two things surprised and did not tend to 

' bfttiefy" Felix, during their short delay at St. 

, ■fBauveur. The first was the appearance of six 

, Iftens-il'aFmes, an unusual sight in those parts, 

between whonl and Monsieur Depourvu an 

intelligence very plainly subsisted, and next, 

to Felix's still greater astonishment, a Spaniard, 

evidently one of the ragamuffins belonging to 

the royal party, who lounged about the inn 

door when the carriage arrived, inquired the 

names of the party, and, giving a letter to the 

Vicomte, disappeared. Felix watched his 

L master as he read, and thought he could dis- 

I <over a variety of emotions depicted in his 
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7£icie^ but a rfih<M;t'^ apparent ' struggle between 
ijtleaiisi ended in bb ordering the men to advance 
.iu» • fast as possible to the chapel of the Virgirr. 
iTheyy no doubts supposing that they carried 
some pious and wealthy pilgrims, hastened 
i^NQwardS) and arrived at the end of their ex- 
|)edition/ just in time^ as. we have' seen, to 
interrupt Father Munoz in the ceremony he had 
commenced. 

«- When Felix reached the chapel, ^d heard 
from his late acquaintance, Melchior's servant, 
what was going on inside, he bad no doubt that 
^e note which was delivered to his master at St. 
$auvear, was from Malvide; and that the pride 
of the father would not let him condescend to 
communicate its contents to him. His joy was 
boundless at the certainty which seemed to exist 
of the. marriage being completed, and, as he 
rushed into the church, he quite forgot the six 
^ns-d^armes who hid followed the party all the 
way from St. Sauveur, to the opening of the 
vale of H^as, where they baited ; and was totally 




unobservant of Monsieur Depoumi, hiTing 
teoiounted his liorse, and galloped oiF at «l] 
speed, .18 I ha^e before described. "■'. 

When Malvide's arms were loosened from hea 
father's neck, aod once more twined round her 
mother's, the Vlcomte, witli all the assumed 
dignity, which apprehension allowed him to 
tDUGter, detnanded " If the ceremony was indeed 
concluded P'' 

" No, Sir,'" said Melchior, who had risen from 
his kneeling posture to advance towards the 
Vicomte, " no, luckily we are not too late to 
receive the honoured sanction of yourself and 
my Malvide's moilier, which alone wna wantied 
to complete the happiness of this scene." 

" Then slop, at your peril. I command itl" 
exclaimed the Vicomte, his harsh features a^ 
aaming a more rigid expression. " This solemn 
&rce must nut be persevered in. Invalid and 
ill^al before, it is now impioue, wlien I, the 
father of this rasli girl, in the very temple of 
God, protest against this violence." 
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gr,** It IS DO violence, it is my own doing, go 
f(i gn on — and save me from my father," cried 
Malvide, throwing herself upon Melcliior's neck* 
but addressing this supplication to the monk. 
1 i " Munoz proceed ! in the name of Heaven 
iteel£, I call on you'^^-cried Melchior — " you 
have begun the rites, let nothing now moke 
you violate your duty — proceed — proceed T' 

Here a scene of indescribable confusion 
Mseued. The Vicomte loudly protested against 
marriage going on ; his wife fell down in a 
fit of violent hysterics ; Malvide^s sweet VMce 
iras raised far beyond its usual pitch, in pas- 
monate entreaties to Munoz to complete the 
rites — and Melchior used every persuasion to 
the same effect, with all the manly eloquence of 
which he was so much master. 

Every one spoke at once ; the lounging sol- 
diers of the Faith, gathered round the ahar, 
when the altercation was going on, and their 
voices murmured in gloomy tones. 
I Melchior's servant joined his louder exclamations 
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to the dia, , Serjeant Passepartout, who if elf 
rather sore in being despoiled of his pareji- 
tal authority, boldly opposed the real father of 
the would-be bride, and eiietrntcd the tyranny 
he was endeavouring to exercise ; and, in the 
midst of all, Felix, who had recognized me,. came 
up to the place where I stood, quite pale from 
citation, and his teeth chattering together, and 
said, in a tone which seemed combined of gi'ief 
and fear, 

" It is too plain, I see it all; it is a plot 
between my master and that damned monk. 
What a fool I have been all through I It is all 
my fault, miserable dupe that I am !" 

These words drew my attention to Father 
Munoz, and I observed him to look on all 
the bustle around him, with a countenance in 
which agitation, but of what kind, I knew not, 
was strongly depicted. He had suffered the 
clamour to proceed for a long time undisturljed; 
but at length, he raised himself up in his loftiest 
style, and elevating both hands, he called out in 








ncU, and in A tone that once extinguished 
oHited din of all the others : — 
'I'-'" Silence, and listen tome!'". 
V'This sound of authority, coming witli all Ihe 
legislative force of a religious mandate, hushed 
the confusion at once, and every eye was turned 
with expectant anxiety towards the monk. 

" Silence ! nov let the walls of this holy place 
be profaned by this irreverend clamour. To 
you Vicomte d'Euplandre, I chiefly address my- 
self: with you this scandal has its origin. Cease 
your intemperate interruption, and let the cere- 
mony proceed, which you yourself have sanc- 
ioned by your consent, and which you are now 
:e by solemn notice to witness. No interrup- 
tion, Sir," thundered he, with increasing vehe- 
mence, as the Vicomte gave a sign, and in that 
tone which a monarch might quail to. " This 
iBt not be, the holy rites have begun — the 
riage is virtually performed — Heaven must 
be trifled with, nor the church defrauded !" 
'A moment's pause allowed the Vicomte time 
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He was recovering him self aiid 
preparing a reply, when a clatter of horses* 
hoofs, broke the stillness, and produced OD all a ' 
strange variety of sensation. Malvide clufig 
closer to Melchior ; he, with exhausted frame and 
agitated look, held her to his heart. The father 
bounded with joy, and in bold defiance of the 
priest, exclaimed, 

*' Here they come ! the armed police of die 
land, with the affianced husband of my daughter. 
No base adventurer like this shall be my son — 
DO vagrant monk like you, shall dare dictate to 
me. Come in, come in, Depourvu, with ^e 
Gens-d'armes— quickly alight !" contintiedte!,^'^ 
his loudest tone. i^'nWOi 

"Close the door!" vot^iferaled Murtoz 'in 
Spanish, and waving his hand. The soldiers of 
the Faith sprang forward to do his bidding, but 
the Gens-d'armes were already dismounted and in ' 
the porch, and headed by Dejiourvu tiiey came 
clattering up the aisle to the impatient caife'^^ 
the Vicomte. '■'' "^ 




:'^&cecute the kwl" cried he, 

daughter of mine, no longer worthy to 
be acknowledged as such — seize on her, Gens- 
d'annes !" 

" At your peril lay hands on this lady," ex- 
claifsed Melchior, who looked terrors, hut was 
evidently little able to act them, for he was so 
exhausted aa rather to require Malvide's support 
than afford her any. Her courage and strength 
seemed to rise with the danger, and she stood 
firmly clasping her lover, as the Gens-d'armes 
approached them. The mother now interfered, 
and with an energy little to be expected from 
her former display, protested against this violent 
interference. 

" I am her mother," said she, " and I refuse 
ray assent to these proceedings. Her happiness 
is my first object, and I sanction her union with 
the man of her choice." 

" Madame !" cried the Vicomte, trembling 
with rage, and seizing his wife by the arm, as if 
to Ehake her into submission. 
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I "My dear,, deat mother," aaid Malvide, 
loosening her hold of Melchior, and clasping the 
Vicomtesse to her bosom. 

" What is ail this ?" vociferated the Viqante, 
stamping on the ground ; " am I to be baffled 
in this way by a pair of women and & monk ? 
Gens-d'armes, do your duty ! Depourvu, have 
you nothing to say ?" 

" Nothing! To be sure, I have a great deal 
to say," aaid the simple looking young gentle- 
man, rousing himself into a very choleric fit; 
" 1 aQi the worst used man in Prance — my heart 
is breaking — the affections of the young lady 
are stolen from me, and her whole marriage- 
pcartioQ is — " 

" Hush !" cried the Vicomte, putting his 
finger to his lip 

"Ay, it was my fortune you thought of!" 
said Malvide, in a bitterly contemptuous tone. 

" No, it was not. Mademoiselle Malvide. It 

G yonr beauteous person — for when I thought 
.you- had drowned yourself, I dragged the fish- 
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]^bbdbVor ^tMir hody^ «U the same at if you had 

" Wretch V muttered MalTide. . ' 

/jJf»jAitd Ibdc here," continued be, polHog out 
twSbil ot' parchment from under > hisehort Tiding 
oloak^ and opening it out at cpnsiderable length, 
^i^teok h^^: Mister Monk, and you gentlemen 
all," turning to Passepartout^ myself, and the 
Itiktf ** here is oiir contract of marriage, drawn 
oilil on vellum, beautifully emb^lished, and 
i%ned, in the first place, by the king hiipself ; 
■%hat do you think of that? then by Prince T., 

I 

<ibe Dukeof D., the Marquesses of F. and G., 

^^ght^i^ counts and barons, and a list, too long 

to read to you, of the first royalist ;names in 

"France ! Now^ Mademoiselle, what can you say 
after that ?'" 

' 'An appealing look accompanied this expires-' 
sidB ; but Mai vide did not condescend to return 

< khe one, ol* reply to the other. 

•^V*H(^ife' Serjeant Passepartout, who had been 

'ftiaffeving all the agonies of a prattler, wishing 




to edge in a word, hemmed and h&wed, arA 
drawing himself stiffly up, began with an air 
of mock authority. 

" I really must beg to interpose at this stage 
of this extraordinary affair. In virtue of tiie' 
character I have undertaken to fulfil, in right 
of my authority as the giver-away of tiiis amiaJ- 
tie and lovely young lady." 

" In right of what ?" Gxclaimed the Vicomte, 
with a petrifying glance at Passepartout.— 
"Giver-away! — you! — and who the devil ar& 
you, Sir?'' 

*' I, Sir? I, Sir, am Victor Achillea Fa^Ge^ 
partout, Serjeant in the — th infantry of the line, 
who liave served my king and country— and I 
would haveyou to know, IMonsieur le Vicomte"— 

" Silence, Sir,^ interrupted the father; " how 
durst you presume to meddle with my alFairs — 
to break in upon the peace of a noble family, and 
abet Buch infamous conduct as these Spaniards 
are engaged in ? Depend upon it, Mister Ser- 
jeant, your colonel shall know of this, and you 





shall dearly repent it. Giver-away, indeed ! 
Gren»-d'arme8, do your duty— seize on my 
daughter ! At your peril, delay no longer — you 
are here especially for that purpose — here is the 
prefet's authority !'' 

This tone of pride and menace shrivelled up 
the growth of the seijeant's imporunce. He 
shrunk behind mc, pulling up his shirt collar, 
, and muttering very fierce, but rather indistinct 
retorts ; while the Gens^l'armes reluctantly set 
about in good earnest, obeying the order so 
peremptorily given, and justified by the magis- 
trate's written warrant. Felix kept all through the 
seen?, wringing his hands and exclaiming to me, 

" A plot, a plot, a vile plot between my 
master and the monk .' You'll see how it will 
end— treachery and villiuny from top to bottom 
— a plot, a plot, a plot !" 

I was, for my part, a silent spectator of 
this most curious business ; I felt all the awk- 
wardness of my situation, but did not think 
it possible to better the concerns of those I was 
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■o much interested for, by an interference that 
might have only embarrassed myself, I pre- 
ferred lying quietly by, until iiofne opportupi^, 
might offer oE being really of service, Sesi^CNU 
I could not help (despite of Felix's (Ienun(ji»t 
tion), having a considerable reliance on the good 
faith and determination of the monk. A natUn 
ral objection t^:) think ill of persons I had once 
esteemed, an inclination rather to wait for being 
deceived than suspiciously to anticipate, influ- 
enced roe onthiaoccasionjasithasdoneonmanj 
others through life, to my cost ! I, there&re, 
watched with an anxious, but not impatient 
curiosity for the next speech of Fatijer Munoz; 
and at last it burst forth in his own peculiar 
manner. j 

" This sanctuary is profaned — the church is, 
braved — her minister insulted — her rights 
trampled on .' Gens-d'arnieH, I warn you, that 
you are about to commit a mortal sin ! As for, 
■you, gentlemen, I shall feel it my duty to curse 
- yuu from this holy plaoe, if you dare persist." , 
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Jiirjplfl^/rftjijj^^as ^(1 in Francb, but it pro-^ 
dd^^4ittle«fbct,-exoept in causing a frightful: 
{Kftiti^l^'tO'OT^r^pread Dep6unru^S;COuntenancei 
K^'lhi^ V]Coiki«& ufge^ on the Gens-d'armefi, 
a#d>th€^^wer^ on ihe point' of seizing on Mal-^ 
\^d<^;. anid matohing her from the arms of her 
inoth^dr^and loTer. 

ij9<i]!l)eti,>siiice words are of no avail," cried 
M^Mdz; iri . the' high sounding diction of his 
n^^Srje tongue^ ^^ since religion is scoffed and its 
t^ittifple defied, soldiers of the Faith, champions* 
of thfe* church, children of God, do your duty!** 

.^"W^ these words, he drew from beneath his' 
ca^i^bldk^ his gleaming sabre, and, at the signal, 
fMhtn^tj^iong bladed knives started from their 
scabbards, in the hands of the hitherto careless 
atid^Active Spaniards. 

^KhjJow, who dares oppose my orders ? Goon, 
my gallant friends,^ cried Munoz, his military 
ahfoiit overcoming all religious feelings, except 
thSt^of dbmtnrt/tbn. The remainder of the: 
assemUage . seemed paralyzed by the prompt- 
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obedience of the Spaniards, who immediately Bet 
about the work they were evidently prepftred 
fisr. Fushiiig aaide the Gen s-d' amies, they ap- 
proached Melchior and Malvide, and gently 
seizing him, they laid him on bis litter, add 
carefully bound him down with cords, WKWl 
they carried shout them. Foui" of theln nuiied* 
htra up — two others advanced towards the door, 
while the remainder formed a rank, at each side 
of the litter, keeping the Vicotnte, Depoorvu, 
and their Gens-d'armes outside the lines, but 
admitting within them Malvide and her mother, 
who both staid close to Don Melchior, and en- 
deavoured to pacify his rage at this proceeding. 

The whole thing was done bo suddenly that 
neither Passepartout, Felix, or mysdf had time 
to exchange observations. 

" Now onwards to the frontier !" cried the 
monk, in Spanish, to his men, " bear your pri- 
soner safely ! And, gentlemen," continued he, 
speaking in French, *' it is thus I terminate this 
disgraceful sceiie. Married or single, this rebel 




Spaniard is my piisoner — I take him in the 
name of my king, although on neutral ground, 
and I hope your monaich wiil bear me harmless 
—^ it is oo time standing on nice points. Had 
the ceremony been completed, his wife would 
have been my prize as well, for an old law 
»ubjecta all women married within a league of the 
frontiers to tlie allegiance of their husbands,* 
but having been grossly interrupted, this lady is 
free to abandon Uon Melchior, or to follow his 
fate. Let her decide quickly, for we must 

■Kl^.lofie time. 

P .^' He is my husband — I will follow him to 
whatever fate your treachery may doom him — 
lead on!" exclaimed Malvide, in broken and 
suffiacating accents. 

" She shall not go — I will tear her from his 
side — Gens-d'armea, do your duty •" cried the 
Vicomte; but as they made a movement, as 
if to seize Malvide, once more Father Munoz . 

• My readers need not aearch for this law, for the monk fl 

Iicknowledged the meotioD of itto havebKa anuv: ^" ' H 
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waved his hand, and a dozen knives were held 
uut, so as quite to intimidate all opposition, and 
Malvide walked beside the litter which was now- 
carried on at a biisk pace, the monk following 
in martial tnumph. 

The Vicorate caught his wife firmly, and held 
her hack from her daughter's hurried embrace. 
Passepartout stood steadily with his four men, 
liaving no regret for the Vicomte's defeat, puzzled 
at the monk's conduct, but determined to observe 
a sttict neutrality in this strange proceeding. I 
went on, i-esolved to follow the fortunes .ef 
Melchior and Malvide, as long as I was 'pet- 
mitted. Felix swore vehemently that hr tdo 
would go with Malvide and watch over hefio 
the last — aiid, as we all left the church, I^aw 
the Vicomte stamping and foaming with filly, 
while Depourvu tremblingly applied a undli&g 
bottle altei-nately to his o«ni andt^-VllilMb- 
teBse's nose, ■ 'vn'-i'i '■" -^'i jpiui'- 

hiut ftrjiaiKiiu -tluvljii^ UioftU 
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, , CHAPTER XtX. 

- V 

^noiu lut'i rjin ■''{>=■ V'-i - ^^ ' ■ .= • ■••■.■,•■ I'i 

bolftWj^tjWt of the^bap^ the party moved on 

.^^X9^tfi:W.bich kept Malvide almost breathlesei, 

pnd^js^Kre J^^jl^ and jnys/^i enough to do to* keep 

^Hp^Tf^lhttt^^M We.had^ however, proceeded 

.l^m.afacrt^istance, ivhea the monk ocmtracted 

f}^ st|id^^ihi)3.i9en d^l as much by their^s; and 

^yyn^^flf ^tj^etii^ ^obej'jbg the orders of his^ chief, 

/^y^Fot^h^.a hut which stood a little way from 

, fHiri ptth up the vipuntain side ; frcsn which he 

^}fQ(m,.tde9ceu4ed| leading a ^mall horsey with a 

\^l^e,saddler&rmed< of goat skins, and a rope 

serving as an apology for a bridle. Upon this 

animal Malvide mounted, and the whole party 

was again in motion, following the course of the 

d2 
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valley to the north east, and soon passing the 
opening to the vale of Estaube, and leaving 



of its solitude. . . 

Turning suddenly round the shoulder of the 
moat northern of the cliain of hills that skirt the 
valley of Heas, we soon crossed a littie rjver 
which flows rapidly down to join the Gave at 
Gedro: and we were quickly on the ascent 
leading to the desert mountains between Pie 
Long and Neon Vielle. Felix and I kept at 
some distance behind the monk, who was him- 
self always about a hundred yards in rear of the 
mwn party. Melchior and Malvide were thus , 
unobstructed ly left to their own converse,|for , 
the rough Spaniards were ntostly, if not all, 
ignorant of French, and at any rate thej; 
evidently shewed no inclination to interrupt 
their prisoner in any cominunication with hi* 
fair companion. 

When tbey had got some way up the ascent, 
and were on the point of entering a defile which 
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wdula shut out completely the view of the 
oountry we had been in so long, Father Munoz 
made a signal to his men, and they obeyed it by 
halting and laying down the litter. He then 
turned found and beckoned to me. I answered 
bis' suent summons by stepping briskly for- 
wards; anid^FeKx accompanied me, although 
with no gooid-wili to the monk, against whom he 
had continued to pour a torrent of reproachful 
abuse from the moment we quitted the chapel. 
We were very soon close to Munoz, who silently 
walked onwards, we beside him, until we reached 
the place wherer the litter was deposited on the 
heath, with Malvide, who had dismounted, 
kneeling beside it. 

'^^ So^ Munoz, was this well done?" cried 
-Don Melchior. " How can you come before me, 
and brave my reproaches? Could I have sus- 
pected t/ou of this baseness !" 

** What, Melchior i"^ said the monk, in a tone 
of infinitely more sprightliness than I had yet 
heardl from him, and with an awkward air of 
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' "humour in his manner, " What ! Is it you that 
-Speak thus? Is this tile clear-sighted, clever, 
- intdligent, Melchior de Trevazos ? I should 
■"rather have taken it fOr that fish-pond seari^her, 
'Depourvu. And do you really believe me trea- 
■'^fetoiis ? Did you not comprehend the strata- 
' g6tt, which alone could have saved you 5(i fiie 
crisis of your fate, and that of her who is,'Iii'thy 
''eyes, your wife? Come, Melchior, rouse yourself, 
and, with loosened cords, know no bonds but 
' liers!". 

With these words, he cut the ropes which 
' had held Don Melchior down. 

'* Is it possible !" cried the latter, rising lip, 
' " you are indeed a man of mystery — but pardon 
' my dulneas, Munoz; accept my grateful thanks, 
' 'n^ybest friend." 

'' " Extraordinary, noble man !" exclaimed 

|''"'Malvide, throwing lierscif at Miinoz's feet, and 

f "■ catiihing his hand which she pressed to her Tips 

■ with warmth. But this was too much tar him. 

''He started, trembled, snatched his hand a#^y. 




1, turned abruptly to the other side of the 
path, where Pelix, who was working 
, blPKelf inilo .. a fif of astonished atonement, 
.4'9PP^: oi^ txithhiB. knees, and holding his 
hands up in the attitude of prayer, begged the 
priest to forgive his suspicions, and inflict the 
^^^ytre^t penance which such unholy misg^Tings 

n. ^^ather Munoz extricated himself from this 

.importunate penitent, (whose very sudden fit of 

piety did not last long), and recovering from 

||^|ie more embarrassing acknowledgments of Slal- 

[ vide, he addressed Slelchjor again, but witii 

^Uqh greater gravity than before. 

'Yes, my friend, you may be satisfied of my 
constant fidelity to you. I oould not, if I 
would, betray you. A strong principle of duty 
binds me to your interests now, and I wiU see 
you hoth safely through this intricate embar- 
lassment. My political feelings, my rehgious 
b,4uty, are all apart from these sentiments of 
L jirivate and personal regard. I know you now 




only as Melchior, my oM college frientl — 1 
forget that you are my opponent in public life, 
and have been my conqueror in the field. Rely 
on my acting up to this '.—and now to the im- 
mediate danger which may press upon you. 
The Vicomte and his expected son-in-law will 
not rest here, depend upon it ; some effort to 
overtake us, and get possession of your bride — 
for such she is, or at least shall be — will be im- 
mediately made. This must be averted. I spoke 
of the frontiers ; and this route on which we 
now are, would lead to the pass of Bielsa, 
towards which they will no doubt suppose us 
to have gone, as the nearest entrance into Spain. 
There, however, we cannot attempt to go. 
Your late wound, and this present agitation, 
forbid the exertion, and you would not, I must 
believe, entrust this fair treasure into the perils 
of frtMitier warfare, where you could not protect 
her, and where neither I nor these gallant 
fellowfl could at present venture." 




Tjja^i <;Aj(^?jy Hu,x* ST 

" 'Ti& all jt^p true^,? s^ Melohw '^ but in 
thiainmpssibilityji ii^hatis.tp bq 4Q0p?i?r; , ; i ' 

Icnow of — and to deceive ai|r nursuenLif (bey 
become such — an^that I can accomdjeh* But 
fiirst?' qontinued the monk, *ilet xae brieflt 

and. ey^astUl^ perhaps, Ippks doubtful, in aiy 

past copduQt.'** : v ^ 

We aU listened with attention — but none 

gape^jsp, wide as JFelix*. Father Munoz con- 

tinued^ . - '^ 

" Well, thep, whein, two days back, I ne^ 

^i-- '. t-'t .♦■,•■ ;'- 

ceived the letter from this worthy follower amd 

.n(^{'- ^'•'■- ■'■'■' "^ 

trusty fpepd of your'^s (Felix smiled fcontentJ 
edly), annpuAcing the Vicomte''& cons^t, and* the 
approac^h of himself and the lady's mother, 1 
resolved to be, as I told you on the very day I 
got the letter, myself the solemni:(er of your 
union. I did not at first listen to the fears of 
treachery expiressed by Felix — (Felix nodded 
his head, in approbation of his own sagacity) 

D 3 



THE CAG0T"S 



and I wrote to the Vicomte last hi^ a letter, 
announcing the place and hour fixed for the 
marriage, which I sent by one of my followers 
to await his arrival at St. Sauveur, and which 
'as it appears was safely dehvered. I there used 
every expression which could conciliate him, and 
held you up, my friend, in the tone you so wdl 
'hietited. Still some misgiving came slowly 
'across my mind. I read again the letter of 
' Felix — I recollected what he had told me, dur- 
'ing our interviews in Spain, of the Vicomte's 
'lloistility to the match — I put together i*hal I 
'had learned from you of this harsh father's 
character, and what I had, in days gone by, 
heard of it from his neighbours — and I resolved 
"to be on my guard, and prepared for whatever 
'might compromise your happiness, and the 
■ lady's safety, I therefore, as you have seen, 
'revealed somewhat of the affair, to the troop of 
'' devoted fijUowera — I reckoned on them, and 
'' gave them my orders. Yon have seen their con- 
' duct-^that speaks for them. But I determined 
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ip^jgfv% i)^,^yieG€^tQ ^Yisry fair ch^ce, and I 

^rpp^ljr.^ng^ol^'lius com^igi&oco ypuand 
Jie;n^ft\i$fi ^be V^urprise might be loo^e delightful 
4i^i(b9 fVTf^e .siiu}ere^ and the measures qf oppo- 
ifitii^aivvhplly n^- own, should he prave £alse, I 
ib^^.ino >inore to add— rl leave ^mycsoaduct to 
IJtour '^candid consideration. I have takea all 
>MpQa myself— no suspicion of previous concert 
joan attach to you. No law has been violated 
hdt that of neutrality,' and you alone have a 
>>right to complain of toe; but I trust to your 
ifiprgiv^egs^^^ and a faint smile accompanied 
jhi$ I words, as Don Melchior • pressed his hand 

f)>y:^f My mention," continued he, " of the fron- 
)^^r Jaw, relative, to the allegiance of women 
./married on the limits, was mere invention, to 

igive a better colour to the apparent treachery 
"^ which I strove to affix to my 6wn conduct. That 
^ Mras^ hke the assertion of my design against you, 

'Melchior, a falsehood— I coi^fe^ it — but these 
>. only means of procuring your safety, and en- 




Buring that, which alone makes it worth ymk 
having, will be justified, I believe, by the end 
whicii I hope to accomplish." 

We will not stop, to debate on the monk's 
morality } my own went hand in hand with his, 
is this affair ; and I joined my warm approval 
to the reiterated expressions of gratitude which 
burst from Melchior and Malvide, re-echoed 
in loud applauses by Felix, whose bearing on 
the occasion accorded with the promise of his 
name. 

" Let our measures be prompt then,'" cried 
Melchior. " I shudder at the thought of violence 
being used against this dear object, whom, alas ! 
I cannot now defend. What is to be done ? I 
trust all to your energy and foresight, Mudo^ 
—pray decide at once." i ■ Ijfril 

" My dedsion has been for some time made,Tiii ' 
said the monk. " We must here divide the 
party. Pour men alone must remain with you, 
enough to bear vou along, and almost too much 
to avoid observation, even in the wilda you are 



about to. traverse. I, widi the revnainder, witl 
take ibis sbuthward ; path towards the pads of 
Bielsa. An imitaticm «l^ rymir £tt6r sfiall be 
boffne- along, so as to ddcei(v« thode who it^ay 
follow us. = Yovi {Old your bride' must, und^^f* 
the guidance of tfaesb fbur- brave ^nd faithfui 
fellows, plpooeod dilrcctto the eaves of Sarradco* 
liQy where ypwcan li^ithout risk await my coming. 
Trust to my jimiing you ere many hours break 
into the night. Tb our worthy Felix I would 
suggest his rejoining his master and the simpfe 
tool^ of his tyranny. He can accomplish two 
denrable objects, the tranquillizing of the mo-^ 
ther'a - mind, and, by the exercise of his ihven- 
tivte talents, detaching, if possible, the baffled 
Depourvu from the party of the Vicomte, and 
leading him into our toils in the cavemed soli* 
tudesof SarrancoKn. Once there, I can conceive 
it easy to persuade him to become not only a 
witness but a party to your marriage, which 
must iA^r^ be completed in one of those subter* 
raneous wonders of nature, which want but 
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I'Bonsecralion to give tliem the solemnity of the 
most lalwured temple worked of art. What say 
) I'JDb, Felix ; will jou undertake the task ?" 
fli " YcA, that I will — and trust to my imagi- 
' ziatiun for inveigling the young gentleman. I 
am ready to start on your reverence's mlision, 
but how must 1 find out the caves of Sarran- 
colin?" 

" I wil] be your guide to them," replied Fa- 

I t'.ther Munoz ; " and you must meet me at <tught- 

fall, or a messenger wliom I shall send to-con- 

- duct you to me, here on this very spot, whence, 

'iby quick travelling, we sliall reach the place in 

■I K few hours. I will look for you here, Felix, 

|l) at six o'clock-- and I hope, if your ingenuity 

.'does not forsake you, that you ivill be accompa- 

1 nied by Monsieur Dopourvu.'" 

• " Well then," said Felix, " since time is 

■ precious, and suspicion must not he excited, I 

■I'shall now go to rejoin the Vicomte and his parly, 

to whom I must say that I have been driven 

Arback &om my attendance on Mademoiselle, by 
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^iir» vewrcslce and yuur Spaniards, who were 
WNlsiiiJi' the firdlitieps with their prize.^ 

'^ Exaietlj' 8o^'^ said Munp2 ; ^* and dow for 
^ otft ^English 'friend-^wliat Bays be ? Is he tired 
*of ^B'advenliurous affair, or will he go through 
with it till hs dose ?^ ^ 

*^ i shall certainly not abandon my friends in 
this moment of doubt and difficulty," cried I ; 
^^ aind, if they permit toe, I shall join my feeble 
aid to that of their escort, and proceed with them 
to Sarrancolin.'^ 

: Consent and thanks for this proposition fol- 
lowed as matters of course ; and in a very short 
time we Were all in route for our several deati- 
; nationch-^the priest and his detachment, with 
their mock prisoner on his litter, winding along 
the mountain path towards the pass of Bielsa, 
and Felix trudging his way back towards the 
Vale of Heas, where we could plainly distin- 
guish the Vicomte and his party in serious con- 
ference. 

As the monk and his men disappeared, and 
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re acen agaia at intervals, and tlie party in 
the vale took their steady observation, we slowly 
proceeded on our way, concealed complete!/ 
tio^ view, yet, from the nature of ibe scao^ . 
woods we marched through, commanding fqr a 
while a perfect sight of the whole. 

Never, I think, did I observe the inountaia 



advantage than from that spot. The day was , 
of tliat bright transparent kind which in th^e 
districts gives a distinctness to all objects, inex- 
pressibly beautiful. There was none of the, . 
vagueness of mist which nourishes the alfBtracL 
wanderings of mind in such a scene, but all was 
marked with the reality of nature's touch, and 
standing out in living evidence of its actual pre- , 
sence. Below me were ihe Vales of Estaube- , 
and He'as, dreary and desolate foundations, frqm , 
which upsprung at once huge walls of granite j 
that formed the first gradation of the stupendous 
chain spreading far away from east to west. 
Mount Perdu heaved up its giant-head, a cope 
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thiclc^x)vered with snow; and its vast and 
swelling sides displayed, m every varied aspect* 
rocks, woods, ravines, and all that the mind 
imi^gines of the wild and terrible. The sdr- 
rounding mouhtuns presented a mass of un- 
broken simplicity and grandeur. No shock of 
nature seems to have ever moved a blade of the 
bright herbage which smiles in perpetual ver- 
dure on their sides. A thousand varieties of, to 
me, nameless flowers sprinkled the foundation 
green, as if a shower of every-coloured gems had 
fallen upon the earth. Silver and gold and 
saffron, blue and crimson, in all their most deli- 
cate shades, were blended in rich colouring 
there. A stream ran through the nearest val- 
ley, in a bed of marble, dazzlingly white. Of 
this, two cascades were formed, of singular 
beauty. The first fell from a considerable 
height, its light foam dissipating in a veil of 
mist, through which the dancing sunbeams 
formed arches of rainbow hues to grace their 
sport. The second of these waterfalls was still 
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j^more etrtkiag. . Its 'broad and limpid sheet 
^4owed smoothly to tbe vsrge of the marble 
.nblocks from which it fell. There, divided in its 
y course by an enormous rock, one half dashed 
■ brawUng on through the picturesque impedi- 
meiita irith which nature lovts to vary her crea- 
tions ; the other streaming down from the pno- 
jecting ledge, iu a bright and coniinuous flow, a 
, height which I neither could nor would care to 
. .. measure, and falling unobstructedlyinto the basin 
I where these liquid twins were re-united, and 
whence tliey bounded on in a sinuous course, 

- which the eye could not follow long. PaaturagCB. 
. hamlets and scattered villages were all within 
I my immediate view. In the distance, the long 

- chain of blue and snowy hills formed limits to 
I y the sight, and a starting place for fancy's adven- 
, ). turous flights. No one concomitant was want- 
ing, to make the silualion perfect in its kind. 

And how many thousands of our travellers, 
.ii thought I — and I must repeat the thought — 
ji ihave Dover known these wondrous scenes ! — tra- 
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^^ipeHier^^hk^ b»te passed admiring days atnotig 
^^'^^teatiuDg crowds of cathedral aisles, the 
'i^sumjytikoiui 'fopperies of palace finery, the dark 
ijdi^fbst^'of gloooiy- catacombs, never tired of 
^Wi^idferidg at the works of men;,' but ignorant of 
.'these Mglprious: master^pieces of the Hand by 

I 

' w^idi man liimself .was made. 
" ' -While- 1 paused to look back upon this scene, 

t^tbe convoy had' disappeared in the deiik.; and 

^^ taming away at once from the objects I had too 
^ ''long gazed at, I plunged into the copse which 

>ied*to tracts of a different aspect and character. 
i(Soon OTertook my friends, and the sturdy feU 

Jows who silently and carefully bore Don Mel- 
V idiior along, with all that air of proud fidelity 
^ "so distinctive of Spaniards^ feeling themselves 

'bound,'by every honourable tie, to the service of 
^'the man whom a few dayii before they had 
ranked amongst their deadliest foes. 

* ' We went cautiously forward at a steady pace, 
'"'th^ Spaniards making light ^ of their burden. 

' Malvide, who was now enveloped in one of the 
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ahoTt mantles of the soldier guides, cheering 
Melchior by her affectionate devotion, and I, 
almost always a Httle behind, except ichen I at 
dmes insisted on relieving one of the bearers in 
carrying their gallant burthen. 

Before nightfall we had passed the base of 
Neon Vieille, left Mount D'Arbizon far to our 
right, skirted Lake D'Esconbons, and crossed 
that species of isthmus which joins the Pic du 
Midi, to the southern mountains. A rapid path 
winds up the hills, and favours the descent at 
\'.:e other side. The Cau de Spada, a pointed 
and rugged hill which terminates this passage, 
is the last of the chain of savage rocks bound- 
ing at this side the dreary valley of Bastas, 
into which we now entered, and from which we 
commenced our ascent of the Tourmalel. We 
wound cautiously up the steep but well cut road 
which leads up this boundary between the horrid 
desolation of Baston and the smiling loveliness 
of the vale of Campan, the most fertile and 
pastoral district of the Pyrenees, and not ex- 
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ceeded in the world for the charms pecuhar to 
regions like it. 

As we descended the Tourmalet by its eastern 
side, the 8hades of night came on ; and the 
moon, slowly rising before us through a sea of 
raiat, shewed the surrounding hilts and vales in 
many wild distortions of their actual forms and 
scites, which would have made it impossible 
for one unaccustomed to mountain wanderings, 
at all hours and seasonsj to recognize the scenes 
with which he might have formed a noontide 
familiarity. At times a lake, of as perfect 
mimicry as ever lived in the deception of a desert 
mirage, seemed to reflect the moonbeams, and 
was studded with islands, and diversified with 
isthmuses, bays, and promontories. The soft 
southern breeze which blew down from Spain, 
soon swept away the vapours that produced 
these effects, and a group of rugged and barren 
rocks stood bared to the astonished eye. The 
wildest transformations were thus at once pro- 
duced by every shifting breeze, and belied 
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almost as Boon in magic change- - But «ll. 9^_ 
the party .were used to these seethes, j j^yfi^ 
Malvide had often, in her fomjer inai^iit^it, 
sojounit gazed delightedly at these fre^k^j^^^ 
elemental illusion; and turning fonjlj, tc},,j^^^:j 
lover, slie felt proudly sure that h^,,j^£re^j^ipiL 
knew no variations such as these. , ,,, ,-,j.,,,[ 
The bubbling source of the Adour sent^iflj^f, 
its narrow stream to guide ua through the Ta^^^ 
upon , whieh we now entered. We followed its 
course until we came to one of those mountain 
hatnletG, tlie primitive construction of whiot) 
makes us wonder at the artificial wants of ma^, 
Eight or ten of these low and little huts^io 
which the inhabitants have just room enough'.tj 
eat and sleep, but the height of which seems,^^ 
have been formed on man's very lowest m^ 
surement, looked brown in the moonlight y/^ 
their moss-covered walls and faded thatch. ,A 
little court-yard enclosed each, surrounded by a 
rustic peristyle formed of trunks of pine trees, 
or long atones standing on end, and supporliiijg 
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a^Socii^of flirf, ^iSer wHiiSh the cattle securely' 
rS^6^. * E^ry Ittiing soiiriaiy slept, and! we' 
IQ^^a^folig^i'^tie^% c^tre h^mUi 

4fttfdUf Astiirlttng au^'t W^^^ «s Httiits. ^ W^ 
sUdcg Wt8%e rf^t,' aWd st6¥)^^d for awMlfe 
ai'^^'fcfot of a t^de^^^w bi-bfes elevated on a 

heap of stones, 'to" taiark,' hot the spbt Where* 
ifftfrd'dr'hid'pftlutia^lhe sbil, but where the 
U!()hi^fet moiiirtiilnedrs inight kiied bn ground that 
fiid lieeh consecrated liy many a pious orison.' 
flfi^e ihy brandy-flast, that constant garmtiire 
di'iiiy p^ket oh' siidh expeditions, was emptied 
oP'^ts iast drop, for the Spaniards had quite 
^bausted' theirs; and here, poor Ranger, who 

^ii^TOe'siIenl companion of all ray movements 

I .... . • \ 

siiicfe I mentioned him so many ch^ptiers back, 
flbiyhed the last remnant of thepi-ovisions which 
r^'i^d.tnatiaged to secure for his u^. 

Refreshied bride riibreJ, We renewed Our pro- 
^^;' and leaving tbe villagfe of Grip to our 
lefti we crossed, in a devious course, the green 
«id' ciilttired slopes which form the first pastur- 
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og^s of the valley of Campan. On casting a 
last loot on the drowsy and moon-lit hamlet, 
my eye caught the enormous magnitude of the 
Pic du Midi, frowning blackly down upon the 
pastoral scene, and threatening to crush it with 
an immediate fall. 

Valley and hill were alternately traversed, 
until we passed the natural enclosure which 
cont^ns the celebrated marble quarries of fat. 
Marie; and thence we entered, by a wl^^ng 
path, the pass wliich cotnmunicates between the 
valleys of Campan and Aure, in the latter of 
which stands Sorraucolin, the place of our des- 
tination. A deep, thick forest now received the 
path; and scarcely had we plunged into it« 
eternal shades, when a straggling moonbeam, 
piercing the gloom, seemed to repose upon a rocK 
carved into the form of an antique altar, &om 
which gushed a stream that was immediately 
lost, as it gurgled its way into the wooded soli- 
tudes around us. 

The moon lit our path at intervals, and when 




we were again left iti sliade, the steady footsteps 
of our guides went on in et^ual sccuritj. My 
footing was not quite so sure ; for the carpet 
which covered the wood and the desert patches 
that now and then intervened, was of a verdure 
so smooth that I frequently slipped, and should 
have fallen had I not given my attention to 
Malvide, whose pony I steadily held by his 
rude bridle, but rather supporting myself, than 
giving security to his safe steps. 

As far as 1 could judge, in the insufiicient 
light of the moon and stare, the fertile beauties 
of tliis forest could scarcely be exceeded by those 
untrodden deserts where all nature's libcraLty 
has been lavislied. The immense height of the 
trees, the luxiu:iant thickness of their foliage, 
the profusion of climbing plants interlacing 
them together, the aromatic herbage in thick 
tufts covering the earth, altogether surpassed 
all my former experience of the munificence 
with which nature clothes those unfrequented 
retreats. Arrived at length at the summit of 
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the hill which is thickJy clothed bj this foreHt, 
we came suddenly out upon a wild unsheltered 
desert, with not a shrub, and scarce a blade of 
herbage to cover the hard earth which foixiu 
the soil. Half an hour's walk led us again to 
d descent which had the advantage of a broad 
paved way, formed for facilitating the carriage 
of the trees, transported from the forest to the 
valley of Aure, into which this precipitous path 
descends. 

A road of infinite beauty led us through a 
valley which seemed to combine all the varied 
charms of mountain scenery. I faintly distin- 
guished the wooded sides of the hills which 
bounded the deep ravine to my left ; I heard 
the river murmuring below ; and imagination 
pictured the splendid gradations of the moun- 
tain masses, which I knew to rise up from the 
ground we trod, in all the sublimity of their 
nature. But I saw no more. The moon was 
now lost behind those very mountains ; and wc 
passed on in silence and obscurity, close to the 



THE CAGOT*S HUt. 75 



•«''- O- '■''•■{ ^ 



littKe town of Ssurrancblin, without disturbing 
ev^n tTiepainfuI moiiotony of the watch dogs' 
"baying howl, until the four supporters of Don 
Melchior's couch laid it gently down, on the 
slopitig side of a hill, of safe and easy ascent ; 
and, pointing to a narrow aperture almost over- 
grown by bramhles, one of the men exclaimed, 
^^ This, Senor, is the cave of Sarrancolin.'* 
At the mention of this place, the promised 
bourn of her expectations, her fatigues, and dis- 
appointments, the place where the priest had 
solemnly engaged to complete her marriage, and 
secure her happiness, Malvide could not restrain 
her feelings; but uttering a feeble scream of 
joy, she flung herself from her pony into Mel- 
chior''s arms, and in a half expressed hysterical 
effort would have told him her delight at having 
reaclied a harboiir of safety. But she could 
hot speak, nor did her emotions require utter- 
ance. 

^* You are worn out, my Malvide, bv the 
fatigue and anxiety of this eventful day. Com- 

£ 2 




poae yourself, my lov« — all our perils are now 
past— here begins our real happiness." 

Don Mekliior spoke these word» in l^is most 
soothing tone ; but there seemed to me an ait of 
languid melancholy in his maimer, and the eScct 
of the whole scene was painful and oppressive. 

" Had ive not better enter," said 1, " and 
seek some repose at least, since we are not Ijkelj 
to procure refreshment ?" 

" Now, Seiior,"" said tiie former spokesman, 
" Who goes in first ?"" 

" We will go together," said Malvide to 
Melchior, in an under tone, having sufliciently 
understood Spanish to comprehend the question. 

" The lady and myself will enter together," 
replied Melchior. 

" That, Senor, is impossible — that is to say, it 
is impossible to pass the gallery two together, 
and to descend into the cavern ; it must be one 
at a time. His majesty and his confessor, who 
are never separate, they say, should separate 
(lere or not see the cave of Sarrancolin. This ip 
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the true ground for a divorce (no disparage- 
ment to your Excellency's marriage), for a con- 
clave of cardinals could not keep a man and hh 
wife from parting company, between tlie 
mouth of the cave and the vei^e of the precipice 
within." 

The levity of this man's words and manner 
was not pleasing to any of us, but Malvide was 
evidently alarmed by it. She shuddered as she 
looked on thedark mouth of this sanctuary, which 
it seemed as if despairalone should enter, and she 
hung back as the soldier ofiered to take her 
hand and lead her in. I saw that this was no 
time to offend these fellows, in whose power we 
were so completely ; so I stepped forward, and 
proposed entering first to try the fortunes of the 
way, 

" Strike the light then," said the soldier, and 
one of his comrades immediately obeyed liis 
orders, and a couple of short flambeaux, brought 
for the occasion, were almost immediately flaring 



^^^within 



'ithin the cavern's mouth. At the mom^t of 
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entering, I cast my eyes back upon the deep 
glen and tlie hilU aboTC, aad I just saw tl)e, 
nwy tinge- of Hglit, wliich hovers over the moun- 
t^n's verge at the opeiihig of the dairn. In 
another instant I was in the porch of the sub- 
terraneous retreat, the wondera of which we 
were about to explore. 

" Holloa .' Who goes there ? Wliat's that ?" 
CTied one of the men, looking back into the 
brambles and brush-wood about the entrance. 
I stepped out for a moment, and heard a noise 
in the direction to which the man proceeded. 

" The devil and his imps !" exclaimed the 
Spaniard, " what do you think we have here, 
Pedro ? Why, old Father Jose's mule, by 
the life of my saint, with all his housings and 
panniers, but all empty. How, in the name of 
the Virgin, could the beast have wandered here ? 
Wherever his reverence is. he took care to take 
out the provision, at any rate. Come here, poor 
fellow, come hero, and let me tie you up to this 




hhdith'j till W6 can comb 6ut again and put 
yttttott ;^ottr toad ih search of ymnr master.*" 
•'Stiitlnf^ the adiOT to the word, he tied up 
like mtil^, and we i^umed mto the gaping 
apR^iH^. 
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, tub lull JdicX o'l ' 
tttlltuiRdJ i*"tii aiJ ,v»lno njuittjiin-j > mlJ m 

Tete very commencement of tlie cave pre- 
sented some difficulty. The pass was narrow, 
long and rough ; and the man who preceded me 
act the example of groping on hands and knees. 
Like him I had a torch in one hand, for these 
necessary auxiliaries had been multiplied eerend 
fold. After proceeding in this way about 
twenty yards, we reached a sloping moss of 
crystal, six or seven feet high. Up this we 
scrambled, and found the place above less diffi- 
cult of passage than that we left behind. The 
space became now wider and higher, and, open- 
ing to the right and left, showed the commencing 
wonders of the place. The stalactites, of the 
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consistency of stone or crystal, are numerous 
and large, and of that amazing regularity in 
shape and size which would appear the effect of 
the most measured care in some well skilled 
architect. Little was wanting to give the 
perfect appearance of the interior of a gothic 
chapel ; and there can bo no doubt but that 
as the Corinthian order, the most beautiful 
variety of Grecian architecture, owed its origin 
to the simple model of a girl carrying a basket 
of flowers upon her head, so the gothic groups 
of arch and column were first formed on the 
plan of spar and stalactite, in natural combina* 
tions such as those. 

I looked round me, and saw that M^ctuor 
and Malvide, with the aid of the remaining 
men, had passed the first difficulties of the way, 
and were within the recess which I myself had 
reached. Malvide looked round, astonished, 
but evidently ill at ease. Suspicion was working 
within her sensitive bosom, and preparing her 
chbeks, which fatigue and agitation had already 





torches, on a colouring that assorted with their 
Jurid glare. She looked more like a pale victim 
in some heathen rite, than a bride in the 
hectic flush of mingled hope and fear. Don 
Melcliior's eikhauated appearance was in sad 
keeping with her'a ; and an inconceivable mr of 
wretchedness pervaded the whole scene. 

I inwardly esecrated the inflexible father 
who caused this misery ; and the whole system 
of political abuse which nurtured the obstacles 
of the happiness of this young couple. My 
thoughts flew back to all the circumstances of 
their chequered adventures ; and reflections on 
the fanatical opposition to liberty, in which all 
their distress arose, led, by a natural gradation 
of thought, to the existence of the Cordon 
Sanitaire, by which all was protected and about 
to be abetted. Then Sanchez and his mur- 
derous weapon flashed before my mental vision — 
. and my eyes fell upon the fierce coimterparts in 
mien and dress of that arch villain, whose arms 
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^'<ki4Y<^,'W^btyet be turned to effect the 
pu^pos^:he Ji^ad so nearly accomplished. 
, These were , the irresistible workings of the 
mind's nysgivings, and the countenances of 
Mp|chior' an^ Mai vide were eloquent with the 
expression of a similar train of fancies. , 

The leader of the soldiers asked, " If we 
would now move on ?" 

" On ! " exclaimed Mai vide to Melchior, 
^^ shall we then go further into this desolate 
place?" 

, " Yes, yes, my love,'' replied he, " we must 
follow our guides — our protectors let me ' call 
them — and pursue the path which destiny has 
pointed out. Lead on, my friend, we are 
ready ? 

The way became in a little time narrow, low, 
and ' difficult as before. We ' went slowJy for- 
wards, however, carrying from the humid' walls 
apportion of their slimy coat, while droppings 
from the roof fell upon.* us, as' cold as the 
icicles they came from. We at length arrived 
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«t the seeming end of this narrov pottage, for 
no egresB appeared, but a small cavity whicb 
gaped in the wall before ua, several feet above 
the floor we trod on, and apparently almost as 
difficult to reach as to pasa through. Through 
this, however, the soldier said we were to pass. 
'Malvide hesitated once more. Melchior again 
cong^tedf and endeavoured to reassure her 
'einking spirits. I, as before, formed the forlorn 
hope, and Ranger crawled by me, step for Step. 

The man who had usually preceded me, now 
proposed that I shuiiid take his place, that he 
might the more readily assist in niy upward 
movements, and prepare the ropes which were 
to aid in my descent from the inward precipice, 
alluded to before by the leader of the party. I 
accordingly laid down my gun, and climbed the 
sloping wall, and with some inconvenience pass- 
ing through the aperture, I was soon enabled 
to stand up on a solid platform of rock, eyery 
thing beyrnid being thick gloom. 

" Steady there!" cried the Spaniard; " ad- 







three paces, and you will be dashed to 
atoms." 

Nothing more wasivanting to arrest my stejis. 
I stood steadily, holding my dog close to my foot, 
andlieclim^tome, as if instinct had warned him 
of the danger beyond. In a moment or two, the 
rough hand of the Spaniard appeared through 
the cavity, thrusting forward a torch which I 
gladly seized. As I held it above my head and 
shook it before me from the ledge of rock, its 
gleam was feebly lost in the thick atmosphere of 
the apparently ininieaaurable depths. 

■ The Spaniard and one of his comrades suc- 
cessively joined me whcio I stood, and they 
carried a long rope, with various ingenious ties, 
rudely made, in which they proposed at once to 
endrole my body, preparatory to my swinging 
eff the ledge into the chaam, at the bottom of 
hich, they told me, was the place of final 
:ecy and safety. 
My own sentiments and sensations being but 

if aiudliary importance in this record of 
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adventures, in which I bore . only a nuDor 
part, I will not dwell on tliose which I 
experienced on hearing this proposition. I 
freely confess that I started with some feeling, 
Bot of pleasure certainly ; and a curdling thrill 
^itl seem to move my nerves. Treachery, vio- 
l^ice, perpetual im prison men t, and secret mur- 
der, were combined in the flash of thought'that 
gleamed through my hrain. The monk's ab- 
sence — my separation from Melchior — the pos- 
sibility of a design against his liberty or life, 
and the expediency of putting me out of the 
way of its execution — Malvide's forlorn situa- 
tion — and a dozen such harassing reflections^ 
all crowded upon me. My hesitation, however, 
was but of a moment. It was no time to tem- 
porize even witli one's own fears; so I delivered 
myself up, with a careless air, to the operations 
of those who looked like ray executioners. 

The rope was fastened well round my chest 
•sd under my arms, which were almost pinioned 



by the ^r^sttre. * A ibrc*^ "wms placed in one 
^f iriy h&nd^i With the other I £rifily held the 
ibpe dkK9^iibby^ airhead; the Spaniards placed 
th^ Mekd" agi^n«^ the iwk, in a projection of 
WMirih*'iitidtherH(ftt;h w«(s sttick, they put their 
fttet elbia^Iy against the bfese of the rugged wall, 
ahd in an' attitude' of steAdy resistance to my 
weight^^s it- was to fall below, one of them 
called out, 

** Now, Seiior, spring fdarleissly and wide.*** 
My mind being wound up to meet what was 
indisputably dangerous, I felt all that condensed 
€!nei*gy of nerve which invariably accompanies 
iuch a situation, be the danger what it may, 
and which gives a sort of wild sentiment of 
pleasure, totally undefinable. I venture to say 
that no man ever yet swung from off the ledge 
of this chasm, even in circumstances less adven- 
turous than those I have described, without 
experiencing what I now attempt to tell of; 
and the many travellers who haVe shrunk from 




the appalling plunge, will at least be able to 
imagine the variety of sensation the thing wap 
likely to produce. 

As I took my last step towards the brink. 
Banger put his fore paws upon me, and whined 
SB'he looked up. I pushed him from me rather 
rudely with my foot, and I swung off into the 
tbiclc 'air of the chasm. As I dangled down- 
wards, the cord slipping gently over the edge of 
the platform above, a wild and plaintive whine 
sounded over my head — a loud howl succeeded 
—and in an instant more, I saw my faithful 
dog spring from the rock right down into the 
gloomy gulf. He struck against me as he fell 
—knocked the torch extinguished from my 
hand— and was lost to my sight and hearing 
both together. 

I cannot tell the pang that I felt at that 
moment. To see my old and tried companion 
dashed to atoms, as it were, in the very act of 
fB'oving his attachment, without my being able 
to move a Jinger for his safety, was torturing 
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to a djegree that may, I think, be conceived by 
any who ever liad a favourite dog. Every 
thing seemed to swim round, and I thought I 
never should touch the bottom, which both the 
Spaniards swore I was close to, at the eame 
time expressing with Joud oatha their horror at 
the fate of my poor Ranger. They stood as 
close as possible to the edge, and, with their 
torch extended, strove to light the depths below 
them. But, in vain; when I touched the bot- 
tom, all was impenetrably dark. 

I groped cautiously about, on what was, to 
my surprise, a soft substance unlike earth, call- 
ing on Ranger; and I quickly felt his body, 
which I no sooner touched than his tongue per- 
formed its kindest salutation on my outstretched 
hand. He whined and barked with tones of 
real delight ; and, to my astonishment and joy, 
he next jumped upon me, covering me with 
most boisterous caresses. While I was occupied 
in ascertaining with my hands that he had no 
broken bonea. and wondering how it was posai- 
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*' Weil, I am here before ytrn, niy friericls, ' 
said Father Munoz, addressing at once me, and 
Melcfaior, who stood above, and Malvide, whdse 
downward course he anxiously wntched, as sbe 
was safely lowered in her temporary chair. The 
nuwlc kept cautiously distant from her, and left 
to me all llie care of safely uncording lier frotn 
the chair, and of explaining his having out- 
marched us, and made such careful provision 
for our wants. In the mean time Melcftior 
was lowered down, and renewed expressions of 
surprise and gratitude on his part, and that of 
Malvide, were the best tributes that could be 
offered to the monk's prompt movements ao9 
unceasing energy. 

He soon explained to us the ample successor 
his plan in having divided the party ; for the 
Vicomte, reinforced by some gcns-d'armes, had 
followed at full speed his division, with the false 
belief of its encircling Don Melchior and his 
attendant bride. The monk having lured them 
by. the moet difficult and almost inaccessible 



^d them 
icessible J 




[laihs, into the very heart of the pass of Bielsa, 
struck suddenly at ni^itfall into a track that 
wound ^n a totally contrary direction round 
the foot of Mount Arluzon. He vas accom- 
panied by only two of his party, the remainder 
keeping up a sham appearance erf retreat info 
Spaui, but intending, as soon as it was dark, to 
return into Franc£^ where alone they were 
secure from tlie patriot troops ; and leaving the 
Viconite and his gen*-d'armes, fatigued, be- 
nighted, and bewildered, to pursue their search 
or abandon it at their pleasure. Munoz, whose 
mind possessed the true greatness that attends 
tp little things, directed his course to one erf 
those temporary encampments of his own unfcn^ 
tunate and vagabond followers which were scat- 
tered through the mountains; and there he 
procured from fat Father Jose, a Capuchin of 
orthodox dimensions, wine, bread, and meat, 
(although it happened to be on a Friday) with 
a couple of mattresses, bolsters, and covering, 
apd jnules for bimaeif ^d his attendujtfi. An- 





rived at the cave, One of these men was seril 
back with the unladen inulea; and it appeared 
that one of them thought proper tO break loose 
I'rom his controul, and that it still wandered 
about ilie hilts. 

*' Now, my friendsj repose yourselves awhile, 
take some refreshments, banish all fear, return 
thanks to the Providence that has protected you, 
and then, without delay, we will proceed io 
iiolemnize the holy contract which makes you 
one in the sight of Heaven, and which man 
can never, in conscience, annul." 

So spoke Father Munoz. Melchior and Mai- 
vide looked their approbation, with happier 
faces than they had lately shewn. I ventured 
to ask after Felix and the issue of his embassy. 

" I have heard nothing of him,'' Said' the 

)nk, " but I have sent a trusty guide to await 
him at the appointed place, and I doubt not he 
will soon arrive, with or without the ohject of 
hie attempt." 
■ Severftl torches were now lighted, two of the 



fsf^en ca|pej.dpjnr]i ^nth.^U.t];^ apparatus of Don 
vM^cjl^mr*^ littler, and die contents of the baskets 
y^pjf^ s^^,^l^p[si,y.eli^ovk tabkd of crystal blocks 
|^^.t^^^9^(^e<^ thefjfisek^s 'conveniently to our usa 
We all at€ fast, and some of us heartily ; I was 
a^ft^st,.j;hp , latter number, but the lovers 
j^^ned ;t;o ; dispatch their portion of the meal 
Jies^,i^qni appetite than anxiety to remove the 
o]bstacle which retarded the ceremony, the 
completion of which they so much longed for* 
.^ The place in which we were was but a sort of 
vestibule to the grand chamber of the cave. It 
waiSy vaulted, high^ and narrow, with imperfect 
pij^^sformed of stalactites, but almost all defaced 
^n4 broken off by the curious travellers who 
had dj^scended, or by the mountaineers who 
carried pieces away to sell to those who declined 
th(?^ expedition. Our repast concluded, the 
.jpqpnk, \u one of his most ^lemn tones, ex^ 
claimed,. 

** Now to the chapel, my friends !'* and he 
had once more his frequent air of a man wholly 
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cou^dcrations of 



wrapped up and abstracteJ 
liis sacred functions. 

We all stood up. I ofTercd an arm to Mel- 
fhior, who at the other wde, was half supported 
by and half supporting Malvide. Two of the 
men preceded us with a torch in every hand ; 
the monk moved forward next, simiiarly fur- 
nished, and we three brought up the rear, thus 
lighted on. But as we were ahout to enter into 
another of those narrow galleries which form the 
communication between the several caves, a 
sound o( voices above, in apparent altercation, 
arrested our progress. Malvide attempted lo 
rush forward, but the anxious curiosity of the 
monk kept him stationarj', and the leaders also 
stopt short. 

" Not anothra- step will I move — you're 
choking me— the rope has slipped up upon my 
throat — murder, murder T exclaimed the 
squeaking voice of Monsieur Depourvu. 

" Not at all, my dear Sir," said Felix, 



wWftf'^fli^figfit of M'IM% Ifeft in tlii^t^, 
now discovered, with his bid^lxrtniais'fae^irtdbd 
o{i{6epfedrofte; hatifibgtipfhis don)fismfontHi'6^gh 
th^^ei^itjr^-^^ Nfetatkll— if s abaitttelylnothiDg 
nAek xm€i usni to it^prtty ilbw sliove ydrcfrsilf 
iip% Uttte,'*' *• •■ '• '"i "-'^^ 

*^i'd4n^' I wotft-^m stick here, Tifa dc^- 
tmhined ' oil' ' it A chtli-ch indeed ! a prttty 
ditlr^h!' Take ^ this infernal bandage off^fiay 
ej^ 'Ffelixi--I am sulie you are about to Atnt^i^ 
toe— don't pull me so— I tfm choking— murder, 
jatnttderl"^ '■•■ ••'••«')- '':,.••■■ > -t-^- 

'*' Aat in the last throe the cavity disgorged its 
tftawHliiig oti^Uparit, for he Was lugged safely upon 
ttici platfemr^ Where he immediately sprang tipon 
his feet. 

o ii*. Where: an^ I, then?" cried he, struggling 
^ereely wdth Felix and one of the Spaniards 
who re-adjust^ the rojie round his body. " Tell 
me where *!• aw; you said we were coming into 
achiirchyvbut yo^'v^ dragged me into acharnel 
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vault) I'm sure of it. I'm all wet and' "torn 
to atoms, in these vile passages. "Where am I, 
FeUx ?" 

" Hold fast by the rope and you'll soon 
know,"' rephed Felix (who had taken infor- 
mation of the place from his guide), pushing 
him clear off the platform ; and down he came, 
swinging and screaming with all his might, 
accompanied by a shriek from Mai vide, a 
burst of hoarse laughter from the Spaniards, 
above atid below, and the loud barking of 
Ranger, all of which discord was echoed 
drearily through the cavern. 

Even when Depourvu touched the ground 
he was quite unsatisfied as to his safety. He 
screamed more violently than before, jumped 
about, rolled his head from side to fade ; while 
loud complaints and curses proclaimed that he 
believed himself to be actually hanging by 
his neck, and that he was thus in the very 
act of being barbarously murdered by Felix 
and the Spaniard. While one of the soldiers 
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'uncoi^ded him and kept bim somewhat more 
quiet, the i^onk gave the signal, for our pro- 
ceeding into the inner chamber of the vault. 

Not a word was spoken that could betray the 
partj tp Depourvu, We walked silently for- 
wiir^d, through the narrow and diflBcult path, at 
each side of which was a deep and dark abyss. 
y^e proceeded with the greatest caution, for one 
false step to the right or left would have plunged 
us into certain destruction. Felix, after some 
persuasion, prevailed on Depounru to suffer his 
eyes to remain bandaged, promising him most 
faithfully that a few minutes would bring him 
iqto the chapel, where he should certainly pounce 
upon Mai vide, in the very fact of matrimony 
with his Spanish rival. The conversation went 
on: — 

4 

Depourvu. Oh, Felix, if I could but be sure 
of that, I would forgive you all, all this horrid 
treatment. If* I could but catch her in the fact ! 
theui my hundred thousand francs would be safe, 
even though she won't marry me, 

F 2 
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Felijc, (eagerh/.) What hundred thousand 
francs ? 

Here weall stopped with a simultaneous anxiety. 

Depourvu. Why, the money I lent to the 
yicomte to be sure — the amount of the bond^ 

Fdia;. (recovering himself.) Ay, ay, to be 
sure, that is very true ; but what bond ? 

Depourvu. Why, the bond you witnessed, 
what other ? 

Felia;. That / witnessed ! 

Depourvu, Come, come. Master Felix, don't 
be so cunning — It's no use between us. The 
Vicomte told me that he told you to tell me that 
he had not told you any thing about it. But I 
have the bond safe and sound in my port-folio, 
in this very pocket, for all that. 

Felix, The devil you have ? 

Depourvu. Ay, snug; and 111 have my 
money back, every sous, great a fool as he takes 
me for. 

Felia. Now, will you do me a favour. Mon- 
sieur Depourvu. 
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Depourvu, I'll do any thiDg on. earth, in 
reason for you, if you"*!! but shew me Malvide 
and that pale whiskerandos of a Spaniard in the 
act and fact of being married. 

Felix. Then I pledge myself to shew them to 
you in less than five minutes, with the priest 
tjring them together, if you will let me see that 
bond which I never read, though it appears I 
witnessed it. 

Depourvu. Appears! Egad, it does plain 
edoughy for your name is to it — Felix Domps — 
hard enough to read to be sure, for it is a 
miserable scrawl. Take off the bandage from 
tny eyes, and here is the bond. 

Felix. No, no. You don't want to see it, and 
my own eyes will serve my purpose— and you 
know our compact is broken when you are no 
longer blindfolded 

Depourvu. That's very good reasoning, cer- 
tainly — so here, take it — I trust to your honour. 

Felix* (examining tfie bond.) What an im- 
pudent scrawl, in imitation of my fine running 
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hand— well, I did not think my master was 
quite such a scoundrel. 

DepourbU In imitatioh I Wliat do you mean 
by that? 

Felix. Oh, nothing, nothing at all. 

Depoiirvu. Ahd what do you mean by 9 
scoundrel f 

Felix, Oh, thafs less than nothihg. 

Depourvu. Indeed ! But you see the clause 
for repayment ? 

Felix, (reading,) Yes, yes, clear enough. 
*^ To be repaid with the hundred thousand 
francs, the portion of my daughter Malvide, on 
her marriage with the said Monsieur Depourvu ; 
and if he does not fulfil the said contract of 
marriage, but marries another person, the said 
Vicomte d^Euplandre to refund the sum of one 
hundred thousand francs to said Monsieur 
Depourru." Ay, all very clear and explicit. 

Depourvu. Yes, Felix, you see that, either 
way, I have secured the repayment of the money 
—you observe that. 
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Fdioc. (hwmngiy.) Neither way^ you mean* 

Depourvu. (alarmed,) Why, what do you 

mean ? Spe^k out, Felix ; pray don't keep me 

in suspense ; and just take this bandage from 

my eyes. 

Felix, Do keep cool, my dear Sir, and 

» 

answer me one question, — who drew out this 
bond? 

Depourvu. Who ? Why myself to be sure ; 
you know it was all a secret between the 
Vicomte and myself, and you who witnessed it. 

Felix. Then 111 tell you what. Monsieur 
Depourvu, your one hundred thousand francs 
are utterly lost, and for ever. 

Depourvu. What, how? What do you 
mean ? Fray take off this infernal bandage, and 
let me look at you, to see if you are serious. 

Felix, I'm quite serious, I assure you. 

Depourvu. Then I'm Very seriouslj^ ill — so 
do, like an honest fellow, hold me up awhile, 
and explain yourself. 

Felix, (supporting him. J Well, now, listen to 
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jne. You see, in the first plaice, tfiat had Ma- 
demoiselle Malvide married yoii, the Viconite's 
debt was to be paid with the marriage portidn ; 
that is to say, jrou were to receive the p6rtii^ in 
lieu of the debt. ' 

Depourvu. Not at all ; at the ^me time 
with it. 

Felix. No, no, to be repaid mth the marriage 
portion : not a word of " at the same time %^ 
but wiihi with the portion Monsieur Depourvu, 
which means by the portion. 

Depourvu. Do you know, it never struck me 
in that way. 

Felix. I dare say, but rely on it, it is the 
construction of the clailse. 

Depourvu. Then I now finally give up all 
notion of marrying her — totally — I would not 
have her if she asked me — I would nt indeed. 

Felim. NeTj well ; but then if she marries 
another person? 

Depourvu. Why, then I get back my money, 
and that's what I want — I don't want a wife ; I 
would much rather live single. 
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> Felia..l^ty.myi good Sir, depend upon it 
jFOU?]! hiiYe Qeither -wife nor monej, your bond 
18 not worth a £drd 

Deptwrou* You don't Bay so-^pray do^t! 
How do you mean, Felix ? 

Fdios. Wby« in the first place, being drawn 
up by yourself, and my name being forged to 
it, the Vicomte wcmld deny its authenticity, and 
swear you have fabricated it altogether ; for if he 
signed this name it is only like a dumsy imita- 
tion of his general style of writing — and I firmly 
believe you would be prosecuted and sent to the 
gallies for life. 

This awful climax produced a really serious 
effect u|)on poor Depourvu. He shook as if in 
an i^e, and seemed to breathe with difficulty. 
liVe all made signs to Felix to take off his 
bandage, but he was inexorable to our signals 
and the sufferer's prayers, and only motioned to 
us to go on. We obeyed his signal, for he 
proved himself so good a general as to be en- 

F 3 
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titled toobedience: and as we mowd foi%ard 
I caught the pleased expression of my corn* 
panions' countenances, but Malvide's shewed, 1 
thought, a feeling of disgrace, and Meichior's 
one of disgust at the discovery of the Vicomte's 
baseness. We heard Felix following us, step by 
Btep with his companion, whose nervous whispers 
died away in the dark echos of the passage. 

We very soon reached the chamber to which 
the passage led ; and the torches, held high up by 
the attendant soldiers, shewed us all thai can be 
seen of this extraordinary place. It differed 
but little in the appearance usual to such caverns, 
but, like most others, it was rich in the aboimding 
inders of Nature's subterranean works. Pillar 
and arch were there displayed, as if in mockery of 
art's supposed inventions ; and the vaidted roof 
accorded with the vast yet graceful proportions 
of the rest. Many fantastic accessories presented 
themselves — altar, bench, and benitier. On 
high the columns of impending stalactites, 
shewed what might be thought the pipes of a 
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giganljc organ, and the ear.seem^ involuntarily 
Jis^psning for some sacred strain. A misty, so- 
jeipnity envejcped the whole of the visible scene ; 
'3(rhUe. boyoqd a broken and perilous causeway, 
both, sight and imagination were baffled in the 
depdis of a yawning and as yet unfathomed 

gulpb- 

All in all, it was a place suited for the solem- 
nbation of mysterious rites — ^a rich wrought 
aanctuary, for the victims, whom persecution 
might in darker times have driven from the 
•temple raised by man, and whose faith required 
a worship place less broadly marked than the 
ooa^untain side, the forest depths, earth^s wide 
qiroad surface, and the universal vault of 
Heaven. 

, > While my eye took in the scene here sketched, 
ihe soldiers ranged their torches on what looked 
an- altar; the monk placed Imnself before it, 
imd drew forth his book. Malvide and 
Melchior once more knelt; and Munoz's so- 
norous voice commenced again the ceremony, 
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which the morning's interruption had left 
incomplete. 

Felix and Depourvu now a|q>ea!red» t;he 
latter stealing in oa tiptoe, holding hk 
companion's arm with both hands, and advanc- 
ing with his right ear foremost, as if that 
was the side most adapted for catching the 
priest's accents. 

" Aha ! they are at it ! we have caught them! 
Oh, my dear Felix — my best, my only friend !"' 
exclaimed he. 

*' Hush !'^ murmured Felix, untying the cotton 
pocket handkerchief, which had been bound 
round his eyes, " hush ! and I will give you 
ocular proof.^' 

When the bandage fell off, and the glare of 
the torches flashed upon Depourvu, he looked 
utterly bewildered and half bUnded. He rubbed 
his eyes, shook his head, and opened his mouth 
to swallow the reality of what he saw : and when 
he clearly distinguished what appeared to him 
an indubitable church, the monk in his cancxii- 
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cats, book in hand, atad the grim looking atten- 
dants who surrounded the torch-lit altat, he 
dvKipped down on his knees, fai a fit of mingled 
piety and fright, ntteringloud thanksgivings for 
his 'present safety, and prayers for his future 
preservation. But Felix whispered a few ca- 
balistical Words into his ear, and he instantly 
jumped up on his feet, clapped his hands 
loudly together, and cried out, 

*• Certainly, to be sure, without doubt, with 
the greatest pleasure — I shall be charmed, 
enchanted.^' 

^* Enough, enough,** said Felix, putting his 
hand across Depourvu*s mouth, from which, 
imperfect reiterations of his delighted com- 
pliance, burst forth through the prison bars 
of Felix's fingers. 

'* Enough, I tell - you !'* exclaimed Felix, 
stamping fiercely, and frowning like the keeper 
of some half-tamed animal — ** leave the rest 
to me." 

He then advanced towards the monk, 




and said, loud 
DepouiTu, 

" Most reverend father, and you. Sir, and 
Mademoiselle, excuse my interruption ; but 
permit me to offer, on the part of Monsieur 
Depourvu, his anxious request that you ttill 
suffer him to fill the station which this lady's 
father has abandoned, and which no such old 
and faithful frieud as he is, is here to occupy. 
He proposes to himself, in short, the honour 
of giving her away." 

Through tlie compliance given instantly to 
thia proposal by the three persons applied 
to, I plainly saw the workings of dissatisfaction 
at the rather degrading necessity which forced 
tliem to accept it. I myself could not help 
shrinking from the mockery which Depourvu 
was about to enact — but I saw that the others 
SB well as myself were deeply impressed with 
the importance of his being involved bo 
thoroughly, by this voluntary relinquishment 
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of Us "6^ claim, and tte sanction afforded to 
Mdchior^s having replaced him. 

'The' ceremony therefore w^ent on whfaoQt one 
dissentient voice. Malvide and Melchiar'wilie 
joined to each other for ever, and Depounru 
gav^ awaj the treasure, with as much aliK^rity 
as ii he had been throwing away a plague. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 



The knot which ties a hero and heroine 
together^ too often unravels the interest which 
the story-teller has been endeavouring to wind 
up. As nearly as possible to that point, then, 
he should stop. All readers like to have some- 
thing left to the imagination ; and ]}rhat so gene« 
rally pleasing to speculate on as the joys of the 
newly married — their dangers and difiSculties 
over ; for though such may even then appear 
palpable to common observers, they have no 
existence for them. Leaving, then, the now 
hallowed mysteries of Sarrancolin to the occu- 
pation of these their sole possessors, I will beg 
my readers to accompany me on a mission of no 
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small importance, which I undertook at the 
united sohdtation of all the party, and in which, 
at my suggestion, Monsieur Depourvu and 
Felix bore a part. This was no other than an 
embassy of explanation and conciliation to the 
Vicomte d'Euplandre. 

I shall not dwell on the details of this some- 
what delicate undertaking. I got through the 
task to the best of my alnlity, and only lamented 
that that did not equal my zeal. But, consider- 
ing all circumstances, I procured tolerably good 
terms for the friends I represented, and whose 
cause I pleaded. I proceeded to the Vicomte's 
reaidaice near Toulouse; and, introduced by 
Felix, seconded by Depourvu, I detailed the 
particulars of the union, which no opposi- 
tion was able to prevent, and which it was now 
vain to endeavour to annuL I found myself 
listened to with a degree of patience which I 
had not looked for; and I discovered the Vis- 
comte to be one of those reasonable persons who 
submit patiently when resistance is vain, and 
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■who put on Bmiles when nothing is to be gained 
by frowns. He was, therefore, not iD3exibl« 
to my remonstrances, and he consented to for- 
give Malvide, though be persisted in condemn- 
ing her conduct. He also very clearly proved 
his honesty, by refunding Monsieur Depourvu's 
one hundred thousand francs (which he had 
only borrowed as a kind of pledge for his com- 
pleting his offer of marriage with Malvide) ; 
and he strengthened Felix's assertions of hiB 
own cleverness by confirming the confession of the 
latter that he had denied his signature as wit- 
ness to the bond, merely as a trick to frighten 
Depourvu into a behef of fraud, and a partici- 
patJon in the marriage rites. The honourable 
nature of the VJcomte's intentions was made 
evident to me, and I was fain to take that con- 
viction aa sufficient grounds for giving a. por- 
tion of esteem to a character in which I could 
find nothing more to demand admiratiou or ex- 
cite regard. However, as human nature is too 
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ijil^JdA. fotihd, fhe Vicomte might hold his head 
0k^tf^ii as hi^ fellows. 

- Mklvide*iy mother readily joined in my efforts 
to j)]^dpitiate the severer pai^ent, who was reason- 
itble dnough to make a merit of compliance 
^ith entreaties he could no longer resist. My 
tfsit to the Chateau dTEuplandre was thiis one 
ox pleasure to ftiyself and the great majority of 
tl^ party concerned ; and a full and free pardon 
Was the next day despatched to Sarrancolin by 
the indefatigable Felix, I staying behind, at the 
earnest invitation of the Vicomte, to assist in 
preparations for the reception of the bride and 
bridegroom, and for the solemnization of the 
^AvU part of the ceremony, without which the 
iMtter-of-fact observances of French forms in 
such cases would be incomplete. 

In due course of time Don Melchior and 
Halvide arrived at the paternal mansion ; and 
urith as little delay as was consistent with the 
requisite rules, the engagement already sane- 
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tified by religion was sanctioned by law. Mal- 
vide's beautiful head was bound in its bridal 
wreath of orange flowers, emblemaUc of the 
fragrant blossoming of joy within her heart,. 
The young couple hurried off immediately to 
Paris, anxiously escaping from the cold quaran- 
tine of etiquette, to which new married happi- 
ness is too commonly condemned in France. 
Felix was added to their establishment, at bis 
and their joint request, their confidence and his 
fidelity being thus mutually guaranteed and 
rewarded. 

Monsieur Depourvu retired into the sohtude 
of unwedded life, well pleased at having escaped 
the risks of matrimony, with security to the 
otiter money which had been, as he thought, 
in such jeopardy. I never happened to hear 
whether or not he ag?-". tried the perils of court- 
ship, and am thus forced to hand him fairly 
over as another subject of interest to the " ima- 
gination of the reader." 

After the departure of Don Melchior and 
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his bride, there was nothing left to detain me in 
the part of France to which they and their 
adventures had hitherto imparted a charm. The 
whole horizon of politics was obscured, and 
little hope could be rationally entertained that 
the frontier line would be much longer held 
sacred. Winter was fast approaching, and all 
' inducements to a prolonged stay in the neigh- 
bourhood of the Pyrenees were daily decreasing. 
I therefore finally turned my back on the mag- 
nificent mountains, the first appearance of which 
had excited such lively sensations of admirar- 
tion, and where I had at intervals passed so 
many days of adventurous delight. I parted 
from them as from a home, and my mind turns 
at times to their recollection with feelings almost 
domestic. 

Father Munoz, still wildly enthusiastic in the 
eause of bigotry and despotism, returned again 
to the scene of his former operations. Having 
fulfilled, with that sublimity of devotion of 
which enthusiasts alone are susceptible, the 
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duties so loudly claimed by friendship, and 
which were silently prompted by the other mys- 
terious passion that he scarcely ventured to 
recognize, he felt that he could devote himself 
wholly to the mighty slavery in which he was 
self-enthralled. He passed some months in 
organizing a large body of the scattered wretches 
whose former ruin he had shared, and at their 
head he returned in the following spring into 
the unfortunate land of his birth, leading on the 
invaders, before whose irresistible march the 
hopes of freedom were for a long enduring 
season crushed. 

This woeful consummation realized, Munoz 
once more laid down his sword, and retired to 
his re-established convent, to display that mix- 
ture of worth with fanaticism so injurious to the 
character of true virtue, by giving it the appear- 
ance of relatuyiiship with the evil to which it is 
only allied. 

About the period at which the monk thus 
returned to the comparative seclusion of his con- 
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^nt I happened to be in Paris, and I heard of 
KIs Tetltiemeilt from public life in the following 
mariher. Walking on the Boulevards alone, a 
gronip of oflBcers of a regiment just returned 
from Spain approached me. One of them sprang 
forward, with infinite agility and somewhat of a 
theatrical air, enfolded me in his arms, and im- 
pressed on either cheek a most cordial saluta- 
tion from his moustached and whiskered coun- 
tenance. His epaulette struck me in the eye^ 
aXkd his hat fell upon the ground. I quickly 
recognized my old friend, Serjeant Passepar- 
tout, in his well-earned promotion to the rank 
of sub-lieutenant ; and I gazed with pleasure on 
the ribbon of the Legion of Honour which pro- 
truded puffingly from his button-hole. He 
briefly sketched to me the rapid campaign of 
the French army, their bravery and moderatiod. 
I acknowledged the truth of all he said, and 
s(HTowfully thought of the results of their tri- 
umphs. " As for me," said he, " I fought my 
way straight forward, going out of it a little at 
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times for the sake of the dear creatures whom 
I took en EcheUon* I did some things which 
my colonel approved — he recommended me to 
the general — and the latter asked me whether I 
would have an epaulette or the cross ?* 

" Neither, General," said I, " until I am enti- 
tled to both — and pardi, my friend, you see 
I have got both r 

A few details about Munoz, and some ex- 
tracts from the journal of his own amours closed 
our conference. I wished him joy of his pro- 
motion, and a continuance of good luck in love 
and war ; and I left him to the indulgence of 
what he had already obtained. But I must go 
back a little to persons and scenes of greater 
interest. 

Don Melchior gradually recovered from the 
effects of the villain Sanchez's poignard. He 
awaited in Paris the last hour of hope for the 
neutrality of France in the coming contest, of 

• The decoration of the Legion of Honour. 
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which Spain was to be the theatre and her sons 
the actors. He watched with ardent anxiety 
the progress of every measure of conciliation on 
the one hand, and of repulsive disdain on tl)e 
other. He could make no allowance in that 
moment of excitement— and what friend of free- 
dom could ? — for the secret instinct which might 
have whispered the court of the Tuileries that 
its very existence was at stake, and that to tem- 
porize was to be lost — that every thing must be 
ventured and a blow boldly struck, even though 
the first principles of liberty were the victims. 

Melchior viewed, in the bitterness of his 
feelings, but one aspect of this double-faced 
transaction. He execrated the principles, and 
he wished to defy the power that was in march 
against his country. He looked on the troops 
that were intended for its invasion with real 
aversion and would-be contempt — and remem- 
bering only what the French guards had been 
when he served in them himself, he gazed on 
them now with feelings as violent as they were 
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in truth unjust; for soldiers must strike when 
governments command, and if military force 
deliberates, civil freedom is lost. 

Melchior outstaid the departure of the Am- 
bassador of Constitutional Spain ; he attended 
the review of the French troops, destined for 
the final reinforcements, on the arrival of which 
nt the frontier, the cordon sanitaire was to com- 
mence its fatal inroad, and in the bitterness of 
his heart be wrote some verses during Ids pre- 
parations, on that last day, for quitting Panr, 
as he vowed for ever. These I have trans- 
lated as follows, using a liberty with them as 
if they were my own, by suppressing one or 
two passages which subsequent circumstances 
proved to be individually unjust. 

ON THE MARCH OF THE FRENCH GUARDS 
FOR THE INVASION OF SPAIN. 

Tliere they sfand in their triple ranks. 

In ihe Bourbon pilace yard ; 
Playthings for each new tyrant's pranks, 
Slai-es, soldiers, hirelings. Gauls or Franks, 

Tbe Bourbon royal guard. 
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I saw them once, when another name 

Flung its mighty shadow o'er; 
When these sons of war were heirs of fame. 
And glory's rays, not the rust of shame^ 

Were spread on the chains they bore. 

How different was their bearing then 

To their crest-fallen brows to-day! 
They looked as they ne*er shall look again. 
Like demi-gods more than mortal men. 

Drawn out in their fierce array. 

By heavens, 'twas grand to see them spring 

Elastic from the ground. 
And to hear the wide courts echoing 
As they yelled the name of their Emperor king. 

And the clash of their arms went round. 

And they seemed, as they waved their helms on high. 

And swung their glittering blades. 
And swept in clouds their chieftain by. 
Less things of the world than spirits of the sky. 

Or warriors from the shades. 

While HE, as he sat on his war-horse there. 

Wrapped in his shroud of pride. 
Might be thought some demon of the air. 
In the gloomy grandeur of despair. 

The whirlwind's course to guide, 

G 2 




And kthM fearful pageant goQe, 

Has it vanished from the earlh. 
Have the thousands that then rushed wildly a 
i^utik in the grave with the might; one 

Who gave tlieir tenors birth ? 

And what are those ranks that I gaze on now 

And whose is yon shrivelled form, 
That shivering stands, with cringuig bow, 
lake a dripping bird on some vessel's prow, 
That heralds yet hides from ihc storm. 



Not a shout is raised, not a. feeble smile 

Plays over one lowering froni. 
Not a joke goes round the hours to beguile, 
Not a prayer is breathed from a single file 
That must hrave the battle'^ brunt. 

And marh ! Ihey move, with sluggard tramp, 

Hollow, and dull, and slow. 
The ground gives back (he heavy stamp 
Of limbs, whose nerves seemed coiled witli crai 

So limping and lame they go. 

And whither go they! — Ha, hold your sides, 

Kach laughter-loving fiend 
That plimges men down fate's whelming tides, 
That leats young bridegrooms from iheir brides. 

That mocks, in storm-clouds screened. 
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At all the miseries of mankind. 

Drifting on passion^s seas. 
Like a rudderless bark before the wind. 
When despots dark and bigots blind 

Urge on such things as these. 

Let every urchin sprite laugh out. 

That sports with mortal's pain. 
While demons dire send back the shout. 
Pierce bursting round the inglorious rout 

That goes to conquer Spain ! ! 

Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 

.The demon*chorus flies, 
Hurra! hurra! hurra! hurra! 
Echoes o*er Spain, while the loud huzza ! 

Of her legioned hosts replies, 

" Come on," they cry, " ye men of France, 

^* Come tyrants with your hordes ! 
** Fit light shall shine o'er your advance, 
** Liberty's broad and burning glance. 

And the gleam from freemen's swords. 
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'' Fit welcome shall wait on each mountain height, 

** Strong arms and new-dug graves, 
** And your requiem song be the croaking flight 
** Of eagles, and ravens, and birds of the night, 

•* O'er the carcasses of slavesf' 
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And is that fearful pageant gone. 

Has it vanished from the earth, 
Have the thousands that then rushed wildly on, 
Sunk in the grave witli the mighty one 

Who gave their terrors birth ? 

And what are those ranks that I gaze on now ? 

And whose is yon shrivelled form. 
That shivering stands, with cringing bow. 
Like a dripping bird on some vessel's prow. 

That heralds yet hides from the storm. 



Not a shout is raised, not a feeble smile 

Plays over one lowering front. 
Not a joke goes round the hours to beguile. 
Not a prayer is breathed from a single file 

That must brave the battle's brunt. 

And mark ! they move, with sluggard tramp, 

Hollow, and dull, and slow, 
The ground gives back the heavy stamp 
Of limbs, whose nerves seemed coiled with cramp, 

So limping and lame they go. 

And whither go they ?— Ha, hold your sides, 

Each laughter-loving fiend 
That plunges men down fate's whelming tides, 
That tears young bridegrooms from their brides, 

That mocks, in storm-clouds screened, 
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At all the miseries of mankind. 

Drifting on passion^s seas. 
Like a rudderless bark before the wind. 
When despots dark and bigots blind 

Urge on such things as these. 

Let every urchin sprite laugh out. 

That sports with mortal*s pain, 
Whiledemonsdiiesend back the shout. 
Pierce bursting round the inglorious rout 

That goes to conquer Spain ! ! 

Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 

.The demon*chorus flies, 
Hurra! hurra! hurra! hurra! 
Echoes o*er Spain, while the loud huzza ! 

Of her legioned hosts replies, 

" Come on," they cry, " ye men of France, 

^* Come tyrants with your hordes ! 
<' Fit light shall shine o*er your advance, 
** Liberty*s broad and burning glance, 

*' And the gleam from freemen*s swords. 

" Fit welcome shall wait on each mountain height, 

'* Strong arms and new-dug graves, 
** And your requiem song be the croaking flight 
" Of eagles, and ravens, and birds of the night, 

** O'er the carcasses of slavesf' 



136 



THK CAGOT S HUT. 



From the first skirmish on the banks of the 
Sidas9oa till the last assault against the 
ramparts of Cadiz, Don Melchior was one of 
the foremost to oppose the invaders, I had 
several letters from him during this career of 
dismal glory, amid the fluctuations of hope and 
despondency. He climg wildly to the first, 
while even one shred remained. But the ener- 
pes of Spain were paralyzed under the wither- 
ing influences of bigotry, and her patriots were 
scattered before its baneful breath. Riego, 
the brightest, the purest of them all, hung as a 
vile felon in the polJuted streets of the capital 
he had entered a hero, and the hearts of all 
that were liberal in Europe sickened with sorrow 
and swelled with indignation at the news. 

From that sad moment the political mind 
contained no atmosphere in which hope for Spain 
could breathe. It was sliHed perhaps to rise 
again ! But the chequered ray of freedom which 
gleamed on her for awhile, shewed the glorious 
aspect of a Just revolution, riasg in simple 
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grandeur, upheld by dignified moderation, and 
sinking undefiled by crime— a fine inheritance 
to the days to come ! a splendid contrast to that 
of France, that frantic burst of national despair, 
whose fatal example, by terrifying half tht 
world with the memory of its horrors, ensures 
the degradation of the other, from apprehension 
of their return. 

But the revolution of Spain has gone far to 
counteract this effect ; and after-ages wtU look 
back to it, as the model for those up-risings 
against the abuse of power, of which the 
weakness of human natures causes the too fre- 
quent necessity. It is for us to do honour to 
those immortal men who proved that success is 
not necessary to constitute a hero ; and in freely 
granting to them that proud title, I need not 
supplicate for mine the honour that is shared by 
all who perished nobly in battle or suffered glo- 
riously in exile. 

kDon Melchior de Travazos was among the 
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scarcely died away across the wide waters which 
he traversed, when regenerated Colombia hailed 
him with her welcome, and years are passing 
over not too swiftly for his fame, for every one 
showers down new honours on his head. 

And she — my heroine — need my readers be 
told of her.^ Will they ask who shared his 
perils, and participates in his happiness ? Who 
soothed his anguish in defeat, and brightened 
the triumph of his victories ? Who wandered 
with him hand in hand— felt with him heart 
in heart — and reposei^with him side by side? 
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Thb Cagots of all France must have had a common 
origin. Some one great cause must have banished and 
fixed them to the most obscure and barren places. Some 
signal act of vengeance, some wide-spreading, national out- 
lawry, must at once have aimed at the very extermination 
of the whole. Whether sudden, or continuous, it must 
have been great and general ; imprinting at once upon all 
France the same sentiments of hatred, fixing on the pro- 
scribed the stamp of the same reprobation, and leading 
them with the opprobrium of a common name, the uni^per- 
sal signal of horror and contempt. 

But examining the causes to which this fate was for- 
merly ascribed, it can scarcely be believed that these poor 
peq>le owe their existence to a tribe of Lepers, banished 
from the haunts of health and happiness. Lepers were 
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frequently exiled, and confined within the limiU of their 
' ' or bequeathed. Nor is it pro- 
bable that Ibey are descended itom a portion of (be Gauli, 
ri;duced to this state of debasement by the barbarians who 
lucceeded the Roman power. Under tlie Goths and Fraaoi, 
the condition of the Gauls presented nothing like thisstale 
of unmitigated infamy. It is the aversion that remains to 
be explained, not the tyranny, Slaves may be spumed, 
but the Cagot vras proscribed. It is the mixture of ven- 
geance and contempt which is so inexplicable ; for cruelty 
is commonplace; and hatred, like the eagle that carries 
up its prey, to dash it down to a more certain death, seems 
to elevate the object it h about to destroy. The taitay 
iu queslion must have had its source in some feeling more 
deep and deadly than is to be fathomed by vulgar conjec- 
ture, or ambiguous research. It is therefore that all autho- 
rities are unanimous in ascribing it to the effect of some 
such event as the conflict of two ferocious nations a bar- 
barous invasion punished by barbarians— or the terrible 
reaction of slavery against oppression. 

But five centuries of massacres and devastation, rife with 
bloody battles, oppressions, aod treasons, where crimes 
s succeeded each other in atrocious monotony. 
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leave all in doubt and confusion, aa to the epoch or the 
event. The eaat, the aorth, and south had in their turni, 
poured upon Gaul a multitude o( horde:, all eprueg from 
Upper Asia, but subdivided and modified, and at length 
nllerly foi^etlin^ their common origin and relationship. 
Of these barbarians, the last which burst from their eaalem 
homes were the most barbarous. They pressed on those 
which went immedialeiy before, who in their turn drove 
OB iheir predecessors. Alani, and Suevi, and Vandals, 
give place to the Gotlis and Francs ; and, slopped by the 
Western Ocean, they doubled back upon their course and 
nkv[^d Gaul. The Huns came next, accompanied by the 
Herulea, new tribes of Alani, and anolhet race of Suevi. 
AU were confounded together in Can), which seemed to btt 
the boundary of their incursions. Then from the North 
came the Saxons; new Vandals &om their side; and the 
people, of Germany, the most confused mixture of all 
these confused masses, precipitated themselves into the 
universal tumult; and the divisions, dispersions, annihi- 
lations, and reproductions of races were complete. 

At length, anissue was discovered on the side of Spain. A 
furious torrent of men rushed out between the Pyrenees and 
the Mediterranean : and in the midst of new massacres and 
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new POnfiMion, tbey found oul the road lo Africa, where they 
came into contact with the Komanii, battled BuccessfuU; 
against the last struggles of their power, and reposed on the 
ruins of tlieir Empire, when a fresh Inundation burst from 
thesoulh upon the wept. The ferocious Vandals, now emas- 
culated by pleasure, wealth, and luxury, were shaken and 
overthrown; while the Moors, following up Iheir course, 
iwept before Ihem the Goths of Spain, and, led by the 
fierce and redoubtable Ben Naiir, fell with their whole 
weight on the Empire of the Francs, by whom ihey were 
finally checked and overthrown. 

And which, amongst this multitude of tribes, must be 
selected as that which has been condemned to bear, for 
generation after generation, the progressive miseries and 
marks of degradation ? [lardly may we distinguish by the 
flickering lights of history, the victon in these perpetuftl 
conflicts — how then are we to trace the ruins of tbe van- 
quished ? Does the outlawed caste which we now treat of 
descend from the remnant of the 300,000 men reputed to 
have been slain in the plains of Orleans in 451, when the 
Huns and Ostrogoths were destroyed or dispersed by the 
Visigoths, the I3auls and Francs f— or from the Visigoths, 
defeated twelve years later by Childeric ? — or from the 
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ibgttiv6» of the memorable battle of Vougl^, in 507, which 
cemented the foundations of the throne of Clovis? — or 
finally, from the deplorable remains of the multitude of 
Saracens, almost annihilated in the eighth century, by 
Charles Martel, in the neighbourhood of Tours? 

These are the questions successively propounded by the 
authors who have given their attention to this interesting^ 
but hopeless speculation. Opinion may fix itself with 
equal probabiUty on any one of these transactions. The 
theatre of all these grand defeats was near the centre and 
western parts of France, giving equal facilities to the dif- 
ferent directions which the vanquished followed in their 
respective flights. The number of the combatants on all 
these occasions renders conceivable, at least, the extent of 
country covered by their dispersion. The general feeling 
which animated France, upon the occasion of these mo- 
mentous events, may explain the equality of wretchedness 
entailed upon each separate portion of the proscribed. 
But difficulties arise in the various natures of the different 
sufierers in these defeats, which forbid the application of the 
same reasoning to all of them alike. 

It would too much extend the subject, which this brief 
sketch is intended to simplify and not confuse, were I to 
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transcribe the various reasonings which exist upon each 
favourite opinion, which gives the preference in this in- 
quiry to the Goths, the Alani, or the Moors. The total 
incertitude in which the question is enfolded renders 
it one of hopeless investigation^ and the only object to 
be gained in pursuing it is amusement, at the proo& 
which each writer discovers for his favourite theory, 
and the objections he invents to that of his opponents. 
No glory can be at any rate acquired for these un- 
fortunate people in proving them descendants of any 
race from whom they must have degenerated, and a 
mass of retrospective disgrace must be thrown upon the 
npemory of any people, in supposing ^em at any time 
to have borne such a possible debasement 
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" U this a dream, now, after my first sleep ? or are these phant'sles 
made i' the light heart ?*' * 

Bbn Jonsom'j New Inn. 
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CHAPTER I. 

Since I first began to use my pen for the pur- 
pose of scribbling for the public, one of my most 
ardent wishes has been to write a Ghost Story ; 
but I have been long withheld, by a notion that 
the supernatural was worn out, as a means not 
merely of terror, but of entertainment. It still, 
no doubt, possesses among my contemporaries 
many powerful supporters ; but reason seems 
fast exercising the spirits engendered by ima- 
gination, and the millennium of good sense — 
or perhaps of commonplace — ^has fairly com- 
menced upon earth. It is certain that the mar- 




vellous has lost its Bway among us. A religion, 
severe in proportion to its purity, has shat- 
tered the prism which shewed us, in a thousand 
varving colours, the hrilliant fancies of the old 
mythology. The fictions of the middle ages, 
too, creations of popular credulity, rather tlian 
of religious awe, illusions less imposing but far 
more pleasing, lose, in the hands of modern 
writers, all their grace and elasticity. They 
Ijecome the inanimate puppets of a showman, 
not aerial beings of the brain — degenerate off- 
spring of a celestial race, wliich seems ill at ease 
in the lowly habitations of mortality. 

The secret is, that we liave lost our faith in 
those charming superstitions ; the materialised 
enjoyments of the times no longer sympathize 
with the phantoms of romance ; and the author 
who would weave a web of iiiiigie, in which he 
has no belief, must manage with a heavy touch 
the vapoury essences of fairy land. I confeBS 
myself to observe the change with regret ; for 
I consider superstition, in all its modiiied formsi 
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to be widely distinct from ignorance, inasmuch 
as it has been shared by many of the wisest and 
most learned ; and I look on it as one of the 
safest minor means for the government of what 
must ever be a large portion of mankind. A 
superstition of some sort, seems a natural wnnt 
of the mind ; and the history of human nature 
proves the continual changes of the object, but 
no abatement of the principle. But a grosser 
species of enchantment than spirits or genii, is 
required to charm the incredulity of the sceptic 
world we move in ; and the austerity of know- 
ledge, which disdiuns the array of goblin im- 
positions, is not proof against that dread of 
spectral agency, which religion sanctifies, and at 
which even philosophy involuntarily shudders. 
Trusting, then, to the existence of this instinct, 
interwoven with our nature, I venture to record 
the progress of a story, full of mystery, not 
merely superhuman, but of that tangible texture 
which arouses all our flesh-and- blood sensi- 



bilities. 





The heavy tongue of the catliedral clock had 
just struck nine, when I entered the town of La 
Rochelle, in that part which joins the sea, 
on the road from Rochefort, It was late in the 
month of November, with neither moon nor 
stars to hght my path. A westerly wind, blow- 
■ ing strongly from the ocean, joined itself with 
the hoarse voice of the tide, upon the huge 
mound that protects the harbour, and, rushing 
through the town, swung to and fro the large 
lanterns, suspended at long intervals across the 
streets, making their lights flickef dismally, and 
their fastenings creak like the chains of a gibbet. 
Every thing was an illustration of the dreary 
animation of a country town at night, in the fall 
of the year. The shop-doors were closed ; but 
a drowsy lamp or candle (Iiere and there) half 
betrayed the miserable merchandize within. A 
couple of carts were dragged heavily over the 
pavement, by horses which seemed to walk in 
their sleep; and a few straggling old women, or 
tired artizans, were plodding along in search of 



their supper or their bumes. The streebi were 
dirty, and in the centre of one of them a poor 
little Savoyard was grinding the mournful dis- 
cord of his viol before a solitary house, which, 
by its paucity of lights, gave no symptoms of 
society within. 

1 never saw altogether a more perfect picture 
of dreariness. A town wholly uninhabited 
would have been less painfully so. Even the 
wild marshes I had been shooting across till 
sunset were less desolate, for there fancy had 
full play — but Itere imagination lay utterly stag- 
nant. Ranger, who had joyously bounded and 
frolicked all day, got close to me, as we entered 
this clieerless place, and he and I trudged along 
in silent and dull companionship. 

Being quite a stranger to the town, it was 
mere chance that led me to the quay ; and the 
first decent lookhig inn which caught my eye 
being situated there, I was not long in choosing 
my quarters for the night. It was not that the 
aspect of the house was peculiarly inviting, for 





: apirils tor the more bustling scenes 
of those houses where diligences, pataches, and 
other pubHc conveyances, are wont to stop. A 
quiet bed and a good night's rest were more to 
my mind than seeking adventures or observing 
characters ; so I walked into the kitchen, which 
opened upon the gateway and had its windows 
fronting the quay. 

The air of this room was pecuHarly cheerless 
and oppressive. It was lighted by one tall dim 
candle, standing on a table in a corner. There 
was a wretched fire in the wide hearth, at one 
side of which dozed a fat old woman of about 
sixty years of age ; and at the other a man, full 
one third older, emaciated, and sickly looking, 
was fast asleep, bent down almost into the ill- 
burning fagots, which cast their faint glare on 
his white cotton nightcap and wrinkled face. I 
paused for a while near the door, uncertain that 
I had not mistaken the private residence of a 
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forlorn old couple for a house of public resort. 
But on looking inquiringly round the room, I 
observed a man lying on a bench. He was also 
apparently asleep ; but on observing my hesita- 
tion, he said, in a careless way, ** Come in, Sir, 
come in, don't be afraid." 

Upon this invitation I walked forward, and 
took possession of an arm chair which stood be- 
fore the fire. The man who addressed me stood 
up, and came yawningly forward. 

" Can I have a bed here for the night, my 
friend ?" asked I. 

*• You must be a stranger in La Rochelle to 
ask that question," replied he ; " you may have 
seven very good ones if you want them." 
What, is your house quite empty P" 
With the exception of yourself and the 
family, I hope.*' There was a careless sort of 
significance in this reply that did not strike me 
much at the time ; and I remarked to the man 
that every thing I saw in the house bore the 
appearance of great drowsiness. 







'■ No wundcr/' replied he ; " ibis is the thir^ 
night of watching, and nothing ia come jet," 
The last words were accompanied by r sleep^y 
sniile, and my notion was that they must bear 
some allusion to the arrival of those smugghog 
boats, which come constantly into the harbour? 
on the French western coast, and for the crews 
of which the house seemed quite suited. My 
companion, on the present occasion, was a kind 
of gaiior-hke person, half wiuter, half master, 
and, as I supposed, could be only the son of tlie 
cM. peopk hy the f]re-sid& He w&s middle 
aged, nearer forty -five than forty, rough hande^ 
and awkward, as if pulling a rope was more na- 
tural to him than cleaning a plate; yet he set 
rather briskly to work in a little room inside the 
kitchen, making preparations for my suppec, 
t>iii(.-h I begged him to busy liimself about i^nij- 
mediately. ^j|j 

The clalUr of the crockery, which was thiy 
called into requisition, aroused the old woman 
from lier slumber, and she stared wiili an app^eiit 
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mixture of astonishment and pleasure to see a 
guest about to sup in her house. She bounced 
up and bustled about, making me a thousand 
-civil speeches and apologies for having been 
caught napping; and her pleasure seemed in- 
creased tenfold, when, in i^ whispered comnuini- 
cation from the man^ she learned that I had 
actually engaged my lodgings for the night. 
Then began in downright earnest the busy stir 
of preparation. Frying-pans, warming-pans, 
plates, dishes, sheets and bolsters, severally and 
collectively engaged the attention of my hostess. 
It was not easy to guess in what order she clas- 
ttfied her ideas, or whether eating or sleeping, 
the supper-table or the bed-chamber, claimed 
precedence. In the midst of the din, which 
need not have been greater had a dozen guests 
unexpectedly arrived, the antiquated master of 
the house unconsciously occupied his comer; 
but a short, thickset woman, formed pretty 
nearly on the same model as her mistress, and 
on whose plump cheeks the feet of time had 

VOL. II. H 
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begun to leave slight traces^ c^me mtQ the 
* kitchei^ winking and rubbing he^ eye$» and 
adjusting ' her cap and kerchief, as< if she, Ukie 
theotheifs^ had been roused from a ^natd^ed and 
bcnnfortless repose. , ; 

As she entered) ami enopuntered the bustling 
landlady, and her own busy husband^ for such 
the man turned out to be, she stared as if $he 
saw the wonders of a dream ; and her astonish- 
hidht ' was most audibly expressed, when she 
l€»arned in her turn that I had ordered supper 
for two and a bed for 07ie. Not to be behind 
hand in this moment of employment, she seized 
a pair of bellows, and began puffing at the several 
stems of young trees, which lay at almost their 
full and natural length across the huge hearth. 
Now, I dare say not one of my readers has failed 
to remark, what I have so often observed, the 
contagious inclination, which seems common to 
all mankind on such occasions, to seize the bel- 
lows out of the hands of one another, and aid in 
making or marring the fire. Whence comes 
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this puffing propensity, or wiiy it should be 
contagious I do not stop to iaquire ; but for 
my own part I was quite sure,, when this woman 
took hold of the bellows, that they would not be 
suffered to remain long in her hands. And 
scarcely had she applied them to the fire, when 
her husband threw a longing glance at her oc- 
cupation, and almost immediately abandoning 
his own, he flung his handful of knives, forks, 
and spoons upon the tabic, and gently snatched 
the astlimatic iniplement from the grasp of his 
helpmate. 

" Come, come, my dear," cried he, " let me 
save you that trouble. Do you give the gentle- 
man's dog hia supper, and I'll soon make a 
blazing fire." And he puR'ed away accordingly. 

She reluctantly resigned; but scarcely had 
he commenced his operations, when bis mistress 
turned sharply round from the large press, filled 
with linen, at which she was occupied, and, fol- 
lowing the common attraction, placed herself 
Jjeside the sclf-satialied fire maker, and briskly 
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diveated bim of llie wind iiigtrumcnt whose liar- 
tnonioa had bmught lier to the spot. 

" There, there, that will do very well," said 
the hostess ; " do you make ready the table 
while your wife airs the sheets, and let me settle 
these cross-grained fagots — I know how to' make 
them burn" — and to work she went, ptifflng 
away care from the pipe of the bellows;' 

But scarcely had she begun, when a shrivelled 
hand, feebly stretched forth from the chimney- 
corner, folt gropingly in the direction of the 
sounds, and a tremulous voice exclaimed^ ' ' 

" Give them to me, give them to me; I have 
nothing else to do, my love ; trust to m« for 
making the dampest log burn brightly." '■ 

The old dame, in evident disappointment, but 
good naturcd withal, violded to the desire of her 
superannuated spouse, and placed in his tremb- 
ling hands the means of producing the popular 
air he sighed for. " Verily," soliloquized I, 
*' the love of bellows-blowing must be an instinct 
— for what else could reconcile its followers lo 
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tiie furnace heat of a forge, the monotony of an 
iirgan loft, or the penisa] of a lottery advertiiM' 
nient? Puff, jtuft", puff! seems a vital impulse of 
exietence, and comes naturally to almost ev^y 
man, whether he be or be not trumpeter, poet> or 
pastry cook!" and I ended my monologue, by 
mechanically withdrawing the universal instru- 
ment from the unconscious hold of my old 
neighbour, and I forthwith began to prove my- 
self no exception to the rule I had lain down, 
as applying to mankind in general. 

By the time I had succeeded in producing a 
conflagration among the fagots, which had so 
long Iain fuming and spluttering before me, 
Ranger had, under the auspices of the younger 
woman., made an excellent repast, and mine was 
quite ready for consumption. The glare from 
the heartli, threw a deep red tinge on all around. 
Although the old man was evidently fire-proof. 
his cheeks were scorched into bloom. The 
hostess looked ruddier than ever, and her asslst- 
^^^ai)t,s were glowing from their efforts at cookery, 
^^^ta All the insect ornaments of the kitchen were 




: inapinng i 
various domc-stic impleinentB of brass and cop- 
per seemed to dance in ilieir dusky corners, while 
the blaze fell flickering on tiiem, and caused 
rionientary intervals of light and sliade. An 
old upright clock, of English form and favdi- 
gious stature, was brought into full relief. Its 
pendulum waved pompously backwards and 
forwards, made evident through the oblong 
oval of a glass window ; and the dim dial-plate 
was sunnountcd by a broad white sun, whose 
ghastly disk looked more like a death's-head 
grinning down into the room. The wahiut- 
tree furniture was old but well preserved. There 
was an air of serious regularity altogether 
about the place that looked unnatural at an inn, 
and was therefore unpleasing ; and the total 
absence of every thing, young or sportive— for 
there was not as much as a kitten by the chim- 
ney side, or a parrot above it — completed the 
comfortless want of the associations that f 
naturaUy allied with a house of entertainment. 




jM/ tb^ Mike tfaWe l^rpyght , frqni . ^^je, .parlpur 
ifilQyth^ r]titcte;a, and I di4 pay i^st^ to^ l^e 
sociable^ , But my own efforts hfid ljip^ ^e;^i^^T^sl 
SMppoi*, The people a^und xne wer^ 4h^1 /e^d 
drowsy., Thie place was de^plate ; Rapg^r slept, 
and by the time I had finished my bpttj,^ of 
^ppd^aux wine, and my liqueur glas^of ^cgTiioc, 
^ century old, ray eyes and thpse o£ the skull- 
faced sun which ornamented the clock, were the 
pjply ones in the rqom, tl^t w^e not fast clos^. 
, jflesolve4 to break aw;ay from th^ h^avy spell 
which bound me, I roused the waiter from his 
dQze> and requested his wife to prepare my bed- 
room. Sh^ started at tl^e sound, looked incre- 
dulous a ijnpment^ but, recollecting herself, pro- 
ceeded to carry up stairs the sheets, warmipg- 
pan, et<?etera. When she had reached half way 
up the , flight of steps that communicated with 
the inner room, she turned round, and with a 




" Alone i" echoed she. "Come, come, iny 
dear, for Iieaven's sake, I am ready to faint with 
fright." 

" Well, well, here I am, my girl," siud he, 

ingly, and he accompanied her up stait^ 

with a bundle of wood under hi 

I should mention here that, while supper was 
in preparation, a good deal of conversation was 
kept up between mistress, nimd, and man, 
which, from the rattling of keys, and the fre- 
quent mention of " the green chamber," I con- 
cluded, and, as it turned out correctly, to have 
reference to the room which I was to occupy. 

After a little lime, feeling quite overcome, I 
prepared to follow the servants; and though I 
moved as lightly as possible, with only 
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Zy/.) fyU \ •-. -■ ^ r .■ ' r. . ' : ' 

silk/m :Q:)Qtsteps at my }ieel, I awoke the old 

landlady, w}io. stared wide at me once more, on 

. V ''''; ■^■' '■ ■•'"■ ' '■■ ■■ ■'-' -'■■■' ■■■' '' • ■" v'V- • 
perceiving the route I was taking. " Good night. 

Sir, God bless you !" said she. with an emphasis 

that would have suited a farewell to a man set- 

ting out on a perilous vgyage ; and she added, 

•' * 1 ■'.'''. . J • , . . ., , ' r 

in a more housewife-like key, addressing her 
servants or her children — I did not then know 
which, for the epithet was not decisive — " Come, 
my children, fight the gentleman to his room — 

to the green chamber, mind. Good night. Sir ; 

^'r: ;. •••• ■- ■ .■.■•.';.. 

God bless you, and watch over you !" 

" Amen r uttered the feeble voice of the 
octogeuaire by the fire-side ; and, as well as 1 

.Kia.-r U.'..'^. !.,;■.;;• . 

can recollect at this distance of time, t felt ah 
involuntary thrill, as if the faint tone went pierc- 
ingly and supernaturally through me. But I 
am rarely subject to such fancies, and they 
made no impression then. 

, Lighted up stairs, and conducted by man 
and mqfd — as we must, by courtesy, call the 
younger dame— (the hostess having shudder- 

H 3 
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ingly replied to my half-joking invitation that 
she would escort me, ^' Me, Monsieur P no, no, 
not for worlds !") — I approached the green 
chamber, so drowsy and fatigued that I paid 
but little attention to the ambiguous bearing of 
the party. 
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Nothing in the whole history of hostelry 
could be more comfortless than was the chamber 
to which I was conducted. It was large and iU 
furnished ; its wainscoted sides assorted dismally 
with the dark and vapoury atmosphere of the 
whole. The candle seemed struggling in mist, 
and a more solid fog was rising from the bundle 
of wet fagots to which my attendants were by 
turns applying the pipe of an unwieldy and 
broken-winded bellows. The bed-curtains were 
of green stuff, of old texture and form, and 
but for their colour, I should not have divined 
how the chamber came to be christened greeny 
for it and its contents were, with this sole ex- 
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Cation, of a dingy disagreeable hue. The room 
possessed the afSiience of closets, shelves, aiid 
presses common to French hou^s; and, what 
ytth tlie pnnnels t>f the wainscot, it looked all 
door^. There was, however, one window, before 
which hujig a brown curtain ; and under a long 
looking-glass, which reflected the taper from a 
thick coat of mist, stooda little bow-legged marble 
table, with rusty ^ding and distorted shape, 
marking it as the revolutionary spoil trf some 
aristocratical and ancient mansion. On this 
(able atood a brown basin and water-jug, <rf 
coarse manufacture and uncouth ahape ; and on 
the floor, not exactly in the middle of the room, 
though meant for it, a piece of faded tapestry 
did the honours of a carpet, of which (like 
•most proxies) it was a sorry representative. 
Searching for some object of amusement in my 
dreary apartment, I was conning the dubious 
subject represented on this patched and piebald 
shred of antir|uity, and tracing the gigantic 
proportions of a man, clad in a tunic, which 
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peeped fl-om undeF a many coloured garment, 

and bearing a crown upon his head. I look 

him for one of the monafchs of heraldry, till I 

discovered that he bore a long bhie bludgeon on 

his shoulder. No, thinks 1, he must be the 

king of clubs; and I was the more confirmed 

^^^ in this opinion, by observing that either the 

^^^B "artist was a bungler, or the figure club -footed ; 

^^^B when round the red Gtocking of a leg, which 

^^Bvinight from its position be either the right one 

^^^^ -BT the left, I traced a yellow band, and distin- 

^^^B -fished these fi'agments of words — iji soyt hoi 

^^B iCA. A protuberance on the shin-bone of this 

identical member seemed to me a patch, formed 

of part of the roof of a house, but comparing it 

with the deformity of the rest of the figure, I 

exclmmed, quite self-satisfied — " Itis Richard 

the Third — crookbacked — bandy Jljchard !" 

But unfortunately for my antiquarlanism, I at 

the moment discovered the name, title, and 

quality of this doubtful and most dignified per- 

lonage, all made evident in one word worked 
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between his legs — or his pillars, I miglit call 
them — and this word was ^trculc. 

I never assumed for uiy dog Ranger a cha- 
racter of downright philosopliy—but I cerlainlj 
iffas surprised to see him studying this c 
representation of " the human form divine," 
quite as attentively as I did myself, and more so 
when I discovered directly between the feet <rf 
this Hercules, a lank, white, sharp nosed, cock- 
tiuled thing, meant no doubt for a dc^. " Here 
is a new proof,'" ihouglit I, " of Ranger's iiitel- 
ligi^nce," while he looked wistfully at the worst- 
ed-worked animal, wagged his tail, and scraped 
upon the tapestry; — but I was a Httle disap- 
pointed I confess, as he unceremoniously doubled 
himself up and Iry down, proving that he was 
only recognizing a bed, instead of tracing an 
analogy. I took the bint, however ; dismissed 
my attendants, cut short their civilities, and n*as 
'aoon stretched within the canopy of green cui-- 



The beds in France are all excellent ; 1 know 
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tit no exceptions. Woollen mattresses are quite 
toft enough, without the suffocating and lumpy 
iaequalities of a feather bed ; and suffiuiently 
fem, without the crisp and prickly annoyances 
of a hair-BtuiTed couch. I should, therefore, I 
am sure, have slept well through the night in 
Qjuestion, bad it not been impossible to get a 
^Ilow, a very common want in French inns, 
4tid I found a tight-covered log-like bolster at; 
complete a murderer of sleep as " Macbeth," or 
a guilty conscience. I closed my eyes, but to 
t)pen tliem again ; tossed and turned from side 
Ko side i shook the blankets, and beat the hard- 
bearted bolster ; but all ended in broken slum- 
Iwrs, aud a crick in my neck. 
■ If the French had not notoriously a horror of 
ifresli air, one might suppose, from the construe- 
ttiou of their houses, that they held it in great 
bopour, for the most hospitable facilities are 
afforded to give it the entree &t all parts. It 
whistled carelessly through a dozen apertures in 
U the green chamber ;" and, after a short time, 




of smile which I had before remarked ; " can't 
you go up alone ?" 

" Jhne !" echoed she. "Come, come, In^ 
dear, for heaven's sake, I am ready to faint wilh 
fright." 

" Well, well, here I am, my girl," said he, 
reassuringly, and he accompanied her up stairs, 
with a bundle of wood under his arm. 

I should mention here that, while supper was 
in preparation, a good deal of conversation was 
kept up between mistress, maid, and man, 
which, from the rattling of keys, and the fre- 
quent mention of " the green chamber," I con- 
cluded, and, as it turned out correctly, to have 
reference to the room which I was to occupy. 

After a litlle lime, feeling quite overcome, 

prepared to follow the seri^ants; and though I 

moved as lightly as possible, with only Ranger's 
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^CJy » '■••iJ ^' '■' -• ^ r - ■ ' r, . ' : ' 

silken J^Qtsteps at ray Jieel, I awoke the old 

landlady, wjio, stared wide at me once more, on 

perceiving the route I was taking. " Good night. 

Sir, God bless you !" said she, with an emphasii^ 

that would have suited a farewell to a man set- 

■ ' ' . ' ' '• 

ting out on a perilous vpyage ; and she added, 

:',"■ <■ •*• ■ ■•■ ■' ■ . .■ ■■ ' .'■'» 

in a more housewife-like key, addressing her 

servants or her children — I did not then know 

which, for the epithet was not decisive — " Come, 

my children, fight the gentleman to his room — 

to the green chamber, mind. Good night, Sir ; 

God bless you, and watch over you !" 

" Amen r uttered the feeble voice of the 

octogenaire by the fire-side ; and, as well as 1 

can recollect at this distance of time, I felt ah 

""'''^ "''"■ ■'"■■'.-■.- . \ ' 

involuntary thrill, as if the faint tone went pierc- 

ingly and supernaturally through me. But 1 

am rarely subject to such fancies, and they 

■.'■•=,'.■ i' . 

inade no impression then. 

, Lighted up stairs, and conducted by man 
and mo^d — as we must, by courtesy, call the 
younger dame— (the hostess having shudder- 

H 3 
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ingly replied to my half-joking invitation that 
she would escort me, " Me, Monsieur ? no, no, 
not for worlds!") — I approached the green 
chamber, so drowsy and fatigued that I paid 
but little attention to the ambiguous bearing of 
theparty. ' 
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CHAPTER II. 



Nothing in the whole history of hostelry 
could be more comfortless than was the chamb^ 
to which I was conducted. It was large and iU 
furnished ; its wainscoted sides assorted dismally 
with the dark and vapoury atmosphere of the 
whole. The candle seemed struggling in mist, 
and a more solid fog was rising from the bundle 
of wet fagots to whicli my attendants were by 
turns applying the pipe of an unwieldy and 
broken-winded bellows. The bed-curtains were 
of green stuff, of old texture and form, and 
but for their colour, I should not have divined 
how the chamber came to be christened green ,• 
for it and its contents were, with this sole ex- 
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caption, of a diugy disagreeable hue- The room 
possessed the affluence of closetaj shelves, and 
presses common to Prencb houses; and, what 
yith the pannels of ihe wainscot, it looked all 
doors. There was, however, one window, before 
Iffhich hung a brown curt^n ; and under a long 
looking-glass, which reflected the taper from a 
thick coat of mist, stooda little bow-legged marble 
table, with rusty gilding and distorted shape, 
marking it as the revolutionary spoil of Bome 
aristocratical and annient mansion. On thts 
table stood a brown basin and water-jug, trf 
coarse manufacture and uncouth shape ; and on 
the floor, not exactly in the middle of the room, 
though meant for it, a piece of faded tapestry 
did the honours of a carpet, of which (like 
most proxies) it was a sorry representative. 
•Searching for some object of amusement in my 
dreary apartment, I was conning the dubious 
subject represented on this patched and piebald 
shred of antirjuity, and tracing the gigantic 
proportions of a man, clad in a tunic, which 





peeped from under « many coloured garment, 
and bearing a erown upon liis head. I took 
him for one of the monarchs of heraldry, till I 
discovered that he bore a long blue blutlgeon on 
his ehoulder. No, thinks 1, he must be the 
king of clubs; and I was the more confirmed 
in this opinion, by observing that either the 
artist was a bungler, or the figure club-footed; 
when round the red Blocking of a leg, which 
might froin its position be either the right one 
or the left, I traced a yellow band, and distin- 
guished thcee fragments of words — Nl SOYT atii 
MA, A protuberance on the shin-bone of this 
identical member seemed to me a patch, formed 
of part of the roof of a house, but comparing it 
with the deformity of the rest of the figure, I ' 

exclaimed, quite self-satisfied — " Itia Richard 
the Third — crookbacked — bandy Richard!" ' 

But unfortunately for my antiquarian ism, I at 
the moment discovered the name, title, and 
(]uality of this doubtful and most dignified per- 
sonage, all made evident in one word worked 

■- ^ 




between his legs — or his pillars, I might call 
tliem—and this word was ^trculc. 

I never assumed for my dog Ranger a cha- 
racter of downright philosophy— but I certainly 
was surprised to see him studying this curious 
representation of " the human form divine,''' 
quite as attentively as I did myself, and more so 
when I discovered directly between the feet of 
this Hercules, a lank, white, sharp nosed, cock- 
tailed thing, meant no doubt for a dt^. " Here 
is a new proof," thought I, "of Ranger's iiitel- 
ligL'tice," wliile he looked wistfully at the worst- 
ed-worked animal, wagged his tail, and scraped 
upon the tapestry; — but I was a little disap- 
pointed I confess, as he unceremoniously doubled 
himself up and Ipy down, proving that he was 
only recognizing a bed, instead of tracing an 
analogy. I took the hint, however ; dismissed 
my attendants, cut short their civilities, and was 
soon stretched within the canopy of green cur- 
tains. 

The beds in France are all excellent ; I know 





of no exceptions. Woollen mattresses are quite 
soft enough, without the suffocating and lumpy 
inequalities of a feather bed ; and EufHeiently 
firm, without the crisp and prickly annoyanoee 
of a hair-stuffed couch. 1 should, therefore, 1 
am sure, have slept well througli the night in 
question, had it nut been impossible to get a 
pillow, a very common want in French inns, 
and I found a tight-covered log-like bolster as 
complete a murderer of sleep as " Macbeth," or 
a guilty conscience. I closed my eyes, but lo 
open them again ; tossed and turned from side 
to side i shook the blankets, and beat the hard- 
hearted bolster ; but all ended in broken slum- 
bers, aud a crick in my neck. 

If the French had not notoriously a horror of 
fresh air, one might suppose, from the construc- 
tiou of their houses, that they held it in great 
honour, for the most hospitable facilities are 
afforded to give it the entree at all parts. It 
whistled carelessly through a dozen apertures in 
" the green chamber ;" and, after a short time, 
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between hia legs — or hia pillars, I might call 
them — and this word was ^ircule, 

I never assunied for my dog Ranger a clia- 
racter of downright philosophy— but I certainly 
was surprised to see him studying this curious 
representation of " the human form divine,''' 
quite as attentively as I did myself, and more so 
when I discovered directly between the feet e£ 
this Hercules, a lank, white, sharp nosed, cock- 
tailed thing, meant no doubt for a dog. " Here 
is a new proof," thought I, " of Banger's intel- 
lignnce," while he looked wisLfully at the worst- 
ed-worked animal, wagged his tail, and scraped 
upon the tapestry ; — but I was a little disa]>- 
pointed I confess, as he unceremoniously doubled 
himself up and by down, proving that he was 
only recognizing a bed, instead of tracing an 
analogy. I took the hint, however; dismissed 
my attendants, cut short their civilities, and was 
Saoon stretched within the canopy of green cur- 
tains. 

The beds in France are all excellent ; I knoi 
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of jBO,cGseeptk)nfl. Woollen mattresses are quite 
soft enough, wiAoitt the suffocating and )um[^ 
ijaidquillilie^: of a feather bed; and sufficiently 
fiitiby.'witbottt die eriq> and prickly annoyances 
af>A^faair««tuiied couch* I should, therefore, I 
am sui^, hsve slept well through the night in 
question, liad it not been impossible to get a 
Ipillow, a very common want in French inns, 
apd I found a tight-oovered log-like bolster as 
complete a tnurderer of sleep as <^ Macbeth,'" or 
4 guilty conscience. I closed my eyes, but to 
open theim again ; tossed and turned from side 
Ha mde ; shook the blankets, and beat the hard- 
hearted bolster; but all ended in broken slum- 
hsx^md a crick in my neck. 
3; If ihe.Fr^dch had not notoriously a horror of 
liteshiflir,.one might suppose, from the construc- 
•tioiA (1^ their houses, that they held it in great 
hofkOMVi for the most hospitable facilities are 
afforded to give it the entrie at all parts. It 
whistled carelessly through a dozen apertures in 
<< die greejn chamber ;'" and, after a short dme, 




iioding the key-holes inconvenient channels of 
communication, it forced the door Tiy 'wfilclfl' 
entered from the corridor (which, accortlmg to' 
my general practice, I had not holted)/'ilii3 
another also that opened upon a "back st^Jr-cSsb. 
leading from the court-yard to the garrets. The 
creaking of these doors was a dubious lullaby; 
and I experienced that strange laziness, which 
sometimes creeps upon us when half asleep, and 
whichprevcnts the momentary exertion that w'juld 
remove the obstacle to perfect repose — suCh as 
s want of sufficient covering on a cold night, or 
the closing of a window-shutter or a door, on a 
windy one, like that in question. Instead of 
boldly getting out of bed, I only strove to shut 
out the interruption with the blankets, ani3 in 
this imperfect security I continued iny atte^^t^s 
to sleep. The house was completely quiet ; Hot 
a whisper from below was to be lieard ; and at 
last, in despite of all impediments, I sunk iri(o' 
-forgetfulness. I must have slept sometime, for 
.on opening my eyes, and turning them towards 





the, fi^pl^ce, I saw that the fagots were com- 
pletely reduced to ashes, which emitted juat light 
efiough to shew the floor and the wainscot in the 
immediate neighbourhood of the chimney, I 
cannot say what awoke me. I supposed at the 
moment it vas merely the uncomfortable posi- 
tion of my head, but I am not 7tcw quite sure 
of that. Be that as it may, and imperfectly 
awake as I was, I distinguished a short breath- 
ing, and observed a figure standing near the fire- 
place imperfectly shadowed out by the light of 
llie expiring embers. Putting my hand quietly 
out of bed, I placed it on my gun, which stood 
close by, and I saw the figure deliberately open 
a small cupboard, which almost touched the 
chimney. It closed it soon again ; and as neither 
the opening or shutting made the least Doise, I 
concluded the hinges to have been more care- 
fully oiled than those of larger dimensions, the 
creaking of which had been all night annoying 
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Being a little impatient, %r perhaps I may 




I ^y nervous, at this silent visitation, I wa» jutjt 
going to invoke the intruder in no set phrase, 
when a dying gleam from the eliininey shewed 
him to be very distinctly, as I thought, the spare 
emaciated form of the poor old man whom I bad 
left so snugly hy the fire-side in the kitchen. I 
did not see his face sufficiently to justify me in 
sweaiing to his identity ; but at the time I bad 
no notion but that it was be ; and supposing that 
be was harmlessly wandering about the house, 
as old people are so wont to do in their accus- 
tomed localities, I let go my gun, turned on the 
Other side, and strove to sleep ag^n. In a mo- 
ment or two I started up on feelmg something 
gently touching my feet, and putting out my 
band, I found it waa Banger, who was creeping 
up on the bed, and trembling violently, from the 
cold of his former coucli, as I then supposed. 

I looked sharply tlirougli the opening of the 
' curtains, but could see nothing ; I listened, but 
-caught DO sound; so, concluding that the old 
gentleman had quittly made his exit, the way by 
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which lie came, I patted Hanger's back, Jay 
(lowB again, and finished my imperfect sleep, 
from which I again opened my iinrefreshed lids, 
just as the first grey gleam of morn was coming 
through the window, unobstructed by a shutter, 
and stealing faintly into the chamber through 
the moth-eaten woollen curtain 

I sprang out of bed, glad to find that my hour 
of rest was come, for my night had harassed me 
sadly ; and I went to the window to ascertmn 
the state of the weather. Upon drawing the 
window-curtain I saw with some surprise that 
both doors of the room were closed, and I won- 
dered for an instant how my nocturnal visitor 
could have so nicely acquired the secret of shut- 
ting them without noise. Looking through the 
window, which opened upon the hack premises 
of the house, I could distinguish nothing in the 
misty air but a straggling mass of offices, ill- 
huilt and ruinous ; and I was turning round 
towards my bed again, when something moving 
across the yard fixed my atUntion, and I clearly 
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perceived the same figure which had enterediny 
room during the night, slowly bend its steps 
towards the most distant part of the outhouse, 
that seemed, as well as I could trace its appear- 
ance, a kind of baru or granary. " What a 
perturbed old animal !" thought I ; "it is more 
like agliost than a man." 

This thought had scarce had mental utterance 
when the figure, having reached the bam, 
Stopped suddenly, turned round its head towards 
me as I thought and disappeared instan- 
taneously. My eyes vainly strained after it 
through the haze. I breathed upon and wiped 
the dust covered pane, but to no purpose ; and 
briefly wondering what the superannuated wan- 
derer could be about, I lay down again io my 
bed, impatient of a rational hour for lising. 

The light came creepingiy across the flocfr 
and wall, and at length it filled the rootq. 
Tired of lying aleeptessly and unoccupied in bed. 
a situation which some people like, but whi<^ii9 
.to me always irksome, I definitively arose at al40U,( 
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6i^i o^'docfe, and'a^ no 6ne seemed stirring iri 
frie house,! wrapped my flannel dressing- gown 
ftl>6\lt ine aticl walked^ down stairs 'in search of 
warrti water and "breakfast. When I got into 
the kitchen all was dark, beyond the immediate 
neighbourhood of the door by which I entered: 
I heard a quartetto of snoring, in different 
tones, but I could see nothing. Groping my 
Way forward, I came in direct contact witfi a 
table, from which my hand swept off a bottle 
which came to the floor and broke in pieces. 
At the sound, and catching a glimpse of my 
scat'ce visible figure, three of the sleepers started 
up — the man with a convulsive oath, the women 
with shrieks. The latter hid their faces, as I 
quickly perceived, when the man, more rational, 
flew to the window and threw wide the shutters, 
and when he found it was I that had alarmed 
them he 1|)urst into a loud laugh. His wife and 
ndustress, (no insinuation against his morality) 
ethckd his laugh faintly, but pleasedly — and I 
confess I started, I knew not exactly with what 




feeling, wheo I observed the old man, 
asleep, and occupying precisely the station in 
■which I had left him dozing the preceding 
liight ! 

The busy siir of the others soon, however, 
called off my observation from this strange, and, 
I then began to tliink, somewhat mysterious 
bang. The vohibility of the women was ex- 
cessive, while inquiring how I slept — wlicther 
any thing disturbed me — if I heard any noises 
—saw any thing unusual, and a variety of other 
questions, all uniting to convince me that some 
auspicious belief existed in connection with ihe 
room I slept in, and towards which, I must con- 
fess, my own nations at the moment had a ten- 
dency. I was, however, extremely guarded in 
my replies, not willing unneceasarily to distarb 
the fancies of these good people, or to give the 
sanction of my concurrence to the bad name 
whicli they honestly acknowledged their hOuse 
had acquired. They were very anxious that 1 
should sign a certificate, legalized before 
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justice pf the peace and public notary, that I 
had not, been disturbed by supernatural sounds 
or^hts, and that I w^nt to their house, a mere 
stranger, unprejudiced by and unacquainted 
with the reports of its being haunted* This 
certificate I did actually give ; but while it was 
in preparation I dispatched my breakfast, and 
quitted the mysterious mansion to take a turn, 
upon the beach and in the town, secretly re- 
solving to make some inquiry relative to the inn 
and its inhabitant. 

When I found myself fairly out upon the 
quay, under the influence of a fine sharp morn- 
ing, I witnessed afi admirable illustration of the 
diflference between darkness and day-light. The 
town, which th^ .night before, had appeared 
dismal and desolate, now wore the brisk ap- 
pearance of vivaqity and pleasure. It was 
Sunday morning. Well dressed groups were 
in mption in the streets ; and varied sounds of 
animation were afloat. At one corner a baker 
stood at his rfiop-door, wjth apron, open shirt, ^nd 
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naked legs and arms, blowing a long tin horn, 
which loudly summoned the customers of his 
oven. The church bell was tolling for prayers. 
The drums and trumpets of the garrison were 
sounding for parade ; . and a noisy party of 
mountebanks were fitting up a temporary stage 
in the chief square, and by various dissonant 
announcements proclaiming the coming enter- 
tainments. 

I was quite surprised to find the town so well 
built, so cheerful and so cleanly. Many excel- 
lent houses with porticos and arcades, gave pro- 
mise of wealth and comfort within ; and shewed 
by the style of building, that when they were 
erected, the rich merchants had profited largely 
by the discovery of Guinea, the merit and gain 
of which belong to La Rochelle. 
Having by experience acquired the tact so 
' necessary for him who would gain information, 
I soon led my inquiries to bear upon the quarter 
which gave me accommodation the preceding 
night. I did not scruple to put in requisition 
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the communicativeness of more than one strag- 
gling and garrulous citizen, in whose listless and 
idle air, I read want of mind and wealth of 
words. 

By the time I got back to the inn, I was 
much better acquainted with its inhabitants than 
they were aware of; and by a well managed 
display of my knowledge, I succeeded in getting 
theni to add to it to the full extent of my 
^i§hes. So that by a cpuple of days spent in 
braving the discomforts of the green*chamber, 
^here I met with po further molestation, and 
conciliating the good will of my entertainers^ 1 
gathered sufficient of the raw mterial of narra, 
tive to enable me to manufacture the following 
story. 
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CHAPTER III. 



« , 



It was just fifteen years previous to my visit 
to La Rochelie, that a catastrophe of a very 
fatal kind finished a career of great prosperity, 
long enjoyed by the inn in question, blasted its 
reputation for fair play, and procured it the sus- 
picion of dark doings and supernatural visitations^ 

For full twenty years before that gloomy 
event this house had been in possession of a man 
named Louis Potdevin, who with his wife, for 
they bad no children, were generally considered 
to have amassed a very large sum of money, 
for persons of their calling. But their gains 
were made without reproach, and seemed the 
natural consequences of sobriety, industry and 
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honest dealing. From the moment of Polde- 
vin's entering upon matiimony and businesE, 
which were simultaneous speculations, not a 
proof could be made evident that he had ever 
swerved from the direct line of honesty. Yet 
somehow he was always looked on with a suspi- 
cious eye. He was a great speculator, and deep 
intriguer. He was successful in his trade, and 
discreet in his politics — and though always dab- 
bling in whatever scheme was afloat io the town, 
of commerce or pohtics, he always c.ontrived to 
come clear through, without loss on the one hand, 
or conviction on the other. He had run safe 
and sound the gauntlet of the revolution — un- 
harmed in purse or person ; had been always 
one of the most forward of the citizens in every 
public concern, was always discontenled and 
grumbling with every changing form of govern- 
ment. ; yet, neither the envy of his townsmen, nor 
the lyns-eyed scrutiny of the police, could fix a 
flaw ujion his transactions, or find a pretext for 
impeachment. 

I 2 
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III the very first years of tlie present century, 
soon after Napoleon made liiiiiseif Emperor, atl 
^e turbulent spirttsofFrttnce thought tfaeocoa- 
son & good one to put their discontent into 
pction. Flots and consjniacies were formed, 
and insurreclions planned in weak abundance, 
and agents and emissaries were at work in vari- 
ous parts of the country. Amongst the deadly 
and diabolical designs against the person of 
N^toleon, '' The infernal machine*^ was the 
most infiiinaus in plan, and the nearest to being 
effective in execution. Just at tliis period, 
Potdevin was observed to be particularly busy, 
Dfot in attending to his bar or cellar — for tbeee 
)l]st then were chiefly left to the care of his 
buxom and industrious wife, and a very comely 
and clever girl, call Marguerite, who was at 
that time about twenty-five years old, iialf of 
which had been passed in lier present and only 
service. She had acquired a great hold on the 
regard of both her master and mistress, so much 
that tbey Eo^ned to consider .her quite as 
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tbeir own child) and it was generaily believed, 
from some hints thrown out by the cautious 
Potdcvjn, and more loudly echoed by his wife, 
that Marguerite was destined for the final pos- 
session of the fortune, in the earning of which 
she was so effectually aiding. 

Just previous to this eventful period, Potde- 
vin's affairs had seemed to acquire the perfect 
consistency of success and wealth. He had com- 
pleted tile purchase of his house and premises in 
the town, and of the amphibious and more 
hazardous species of property contained in sun- 
dry fishing boats and smuggling vessels. Every 
thing in the liouse took a new appearance. All 
was put in repair; painting, papering, and all 
the etceteras of ornament were expensively re- 
sorted to, many pieces of solid furniture, picked 
up at sales, were added to the existing stock; 
and plate and linen were profusely laid in. The 
cellar, too, was well supplied with wines and 
brandies, of good growths and prime vintages, 
and Fotdevia's house seemed' fairly established 
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as one of the most steady and b^st in the town. 
The master piqued himself upon his odd ways. 
He never made much fuss about the good cheer 
and sup^ot accommodations of his house, and 
bis humour may be understood by one eccentrie 
whim. He would permit no sign to hang in 
front of his house^ as is general to places which 
thrive as much by attracting as by paying 
attentkm; butitl lieu of this common appem 
dage^ iwung a board, on tvhich was painted, 

Mol Sis, Dls au'Au b6x ViN 

iL Nfi iFAUT IPAS d'eKSEIG^KE. 

L, p. 

That is to say, 

GOOD WINE 
NfillDS NO SlGti, 

or no btishf as our unpoetical proverb has 
it Just over the kitchen fire-place, another 
quaint device was painted, 

dK MANGE iCt AUJOUED'hUI POttR DE L^AllGlt^^f , 

DBMAIK POUB BtEN, 




or, as we aay, " Pay to-day, trust to-morrow," a 
more pithy way of expressing the ambiguous 
sentimetit, which only wanted a date affixed to 
make it binding. 

But all the practical pleasantriea of Louis 
Potdevin were coming to an end. He sud- 
denly, »s I before stated, gave up " all customs 
of exercise," and seemed over head and ears 
inunerEed in the troubled waters of politics. 
But he never communicated any of his secret 
employments even to his wife or Marguerite. 
He often went out of the house, returned again 
privately, and was, for hours together, shut up 
in the green chamber (which he had totally 
appropriated to himself), when the customers 
were ^1 gone away, and his wife and her 
assistant either in bed, or laudably listening at 
the key-hole of his door, in vain hopes of em- 
bodying into some solid Information, the faint 
whispering which they continually heard between 
at least two persons, 

Mattm-s were gcnng on for some time in this 
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myateriuus way, when on the moming of the 
S3d of ^November 1805, Louie Potdevin was 
found dead in his bed. The constemation <^ 
Madame and Marguerite wag duly espressediti 
Hhrieks and exclaniatioiis, when, after vain cfftnrts 
to obtain admittance by fair means, ihey forced 
open the door, drew back the green curtains, 
and discovered the corpse. In sudden calanii- 
ties of this kind the course of tjvents is always 
pretty nearly the same. Great confusion, alarnij 
Knd conjecture; surgical examination, oiGciai 
inquiry, the undertaker, the gravC'digger, a. 
fimeral — and forgetfulness. This process went 
on with perfect regularity in the case of poAr 
tfotd&vin. The neighbours came in crowdsto 
the awful scene ; horror and indifference, loqua- 
city and silence, shaking of heads, shrugging (rf 
■boulders, groans, and sighs, were all profusely 
displayed, as the spectators varied in degrees of 
feeling. The authorities and the doctor settled 
between them, that the deceased was the victini 
pf apople^ty-— a raase was said for his sQul-^ia 





body was laid in the ground ; — and the wreck of 
a merchant ship on the coast, and the e 
of a criminal in the marl<et-place, were sufficient 
within a week to turn the tide of pubhc interest 
into channels quite wide of that which ia the 
subject of our inquiry. 

After a few days of violent grief, Madame 
Potdevin took her station once more at the bar; 
and Marguerite began to distribute her atten- 
tiMis and smiles, more faintly and subdued, but 
not less interesting to the custutners than before 
her master's death. The many friends of the 
house made it a point to eat and drink moEt 
encouragingly for the interest of the widow ; 
and the spirit-stirring calls for the bar-maid were 
never more frequent, nor so much so indeed, a» 
in the very first days of mourning. 

Our inn was the chief resort trf the better class 
of fishermen, and masters of coasting vessels, 
smugglers as well as fair traders, besides enjoy. 
ing the custom of very many of the townsfolk 
md neighbouring farmers, and a fair poportion 





bf the less dignified orders of travellers, who 
rode on horseback, or rumbled along the roaus, 
in one horsed cabrioleU, pataches, char-A-battcs, 
and such dislocating conveyances. It may be 
well supposed thai among such a crowd of 
visitors many a various view was taken of the 
exact position of Madame Potdevins concerns, 
as well as those of her handmaid Marguerite. 
It was well known that Madame had, imme- 
diately on her husband's death, become possessed 
of a Very considerable sura of niMiey, besides 
kecurities and rights in property to a large 
amount, the entire of which wAs without reserve 
her own. She was a hale, Iiealthy wooiao of 
about, forty-five, an excellent age in the eye of 
an insurance ofRce, or of any man likely to fall 
in love with the probable continuance of a gtxjd 

I jointure, and by no means an objection to him 
who would submit to the incumbrance of a staid 
and steady woman, at the corpulent season, 
'ia conaderation of the weighty items which 
ker property may throw in to bt^iuice the 
count 
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Marguerite, on the other hand, ivas twenty 
years youDger, only inclined to embonpoint, 
active, cheerful, good-looking, and almost sure 
to be the possessor of d11 the widow Potdevin''3 
wealth, should the latter remain single, and of a 
great part of it even should she marry and not 
have children ; and althongh she promised a 
continuance of rude health, it was not at her 
age likely that she would ever he " as well as 
can be expected. " These considerations and 
calculations, pro and con, produced of course 
considerable fluctuation in the funds of feelings 
and tempers which composed the motley com- 
Innations of character that thronged to the bar, 
and kitchen, and bed-rooms of our inn Most 
of the middle-aged bachelors gave a decided 
preference to the widow, considering that pos- 
session is the very kernel, and expectancy but 
the outer shell of love ; and even amongst the 
younger men, but one or two seemed satisfied to 
become the heir presumptive of her property in 
right of her maid. Even these, however, were 
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xejected by Marguerite, who peremptorily de- 
clined their addreeses, and handed them over to 
anell the list of her mistress's suitorE. 

It was thought singular that Marguerite 
should thus reject her two public admirers j and 
the inference was that ahc had one private lover. 
It was, however, very hard to find out the truth 
of this, for she was a close and caudous girl, 
who held that even tenor of conduct to all 
comers which suited her situation so well ; and 
she kept her own counsel with a sagacity that 
irffered oq excellent example to all her neigh- 
bounb 

The most conspicuous among the avowed ad- 
mirers of Madame Potdevin, were Monsieur 
Ambroise Belpcche, a gardener. Captain Bloufie, 
a smuggler, and Paul Ricochet, the master of a 
fishing vessel, the property in which from mafit- 
head to keel, from bowsprit to tudder, had duly 
devolved to Madame Potdevin as forming part 
of her late husband's possessions. There were 
■everal others vhose pretensions quickly faded. 





away before the more gubBtantial claims of the 
ju^ named candidates. Belpeche was a grey- 
headed, rosy gilled old fellow, far beyond sixty, 
a widower without children, well off in the world, 
having buried his wife and poEsessing no other 
kind of incumbrance. He kept a very tasteful 
and well assorted nursery ground, with a plea- 
sure-garden attached, at the northern suburb of 
the town, anti there was a spruce and rather 
priggish air about him, when he came sighing 
at Madame Potdevin across a huge bunch of 
ranunculus or stock ^Uy-flower, that marked 
him for a man of substance and self-considera- 
tion. 

Captain Blouffe might have been tlic gar- 
dener's son, for aught I know. He was young 
enough for it at all events, being not more than 
forty, a Swearing swaggering bully, as in duty 
bound to be ; and he had a leering impudence 
of eye, and a saucy way of putting his quid of 
tobacco into his mouth, that seemed to announce 
his. conquest to all the bystanders^ when he 





drank the widow's health in a glass of her own 
brandy. 

Faul Ricochet was a di^erent sort of person 
from either oi these. He had not the sleek and 
smooth-faced suavity of the one, nor the cul-and- 
thrust swagger of tlie other. But he had a way 
with him more likely to succeed with the fair 
and gentle sex. He had a happy mixture of 
boldness with caution— he knew when to keep 
aloof, and when to go all lengths — when to coax, 
and when to command — and, above ail the beet 
qualifications for a lover, gentle or simple, rich 
or poor, he had the knack of never betraying by 
word or look the secret which should be kept 
tefe, from all but the one to whom it should be 
no secret. He was in other respects n candid 
off-hand fellow ; but on this one point, of deep 
impenetrable cunning— and he cherished that 
most laudable hypocrisy which in such ca,se8 is 
worth all the cardinal virtues combined. 
The character home by Paul for profound dift- 
niim made him an amazing favourite smong 
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his tircle of female fritendB ; feUdd it was long evt'- 
dent that out ^dow, even beJRore she becasM 
one^ had looked on him wit^ a most a£fe6tionial« 
eye. It wto therrfot^ consid^ed pt^tty veTUiJIl 
that when the election of a new husband oMiiil 
to be decided, Paul Ricochet Would be found td 
stand at the head of the poll. 

The canvas in the mean time went merrily 
on, oil the parts of the gardener aild the sthugw 
gler. They lost no opportunity of paying their 
courts in what they respectively thought tte 
best way* Belpeche gave presents, Blouffe paid 
compliments-one ^ghed forth his passion, the 
Other swore to it. The old man touched th^ 
widow's avarice, the younger one flattered het 
vatiity- — and these ate no doubt the t#o points 
with all women of her age, between the attrac- 
tions of which a suitor may long hang suspended, 
like the coflin of the prophet. Ricochet, mean^. 
time, stood quietly on his course, and, like a 
skilftii angler as he was, he baited his hooks 
with just such food as he knew most likely to 




tickle the old woman's hacy and secure her to 
his purpose. Yet be was too knowing to c 
tnit himself widi her. He never made a down- 
right declaration; but conteoted himself with 
delicate attentions, and general assurances that 
Ae had it in her power to make liirn the hap- 
piest of fishermen, &c. All thie produced its 
due effect. The uncertainty of the widow as to 
his positive designs kept her anxiety alive and 
did not deaden her regard ; while the gardener's 
sneaking confessions, and the hoisteruus avowals 
*rf the smuggler, tired her of their attachment, 
before the first cOuld ripen, or the latter be run 
into harbour, as it might by analogy be ima- 
^ned. 

But in the midst of all these courtships and 
counter courtships, the widow, so far from thriv- 
itkg on them, was observed by every body to 
be in a state of continual depression, to wear {i 
feverish look of anxiety, and to shew a nervous 
shrinking from every mention of the circum- 
UaDcea of her husband's death or even o£, his 
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naiu^. This for some days excited but little 
marvel, aa she was known to be a shrewd woman, 
who understood what the world expected from 
her, under the circumstances. But when, at the 
end of a fortnight, so far from the appearance 
of her suffering wearing oft", it was evident tliat 
all its symptoms were increased, and that Mar- 
guerite as we!! as her mistress wasted away, 
looked pale, haggard, and woe-begone, the 
neigliboura began to cogitate on the possible 
causes of all this ; and the customers of the inn 
assembled there almost as much for gossip at 
the landlady's expense as for refreshment to her 
profit. 

It certainly seemed very unreasonable for any 
woman in her circumstances to grow pale and 
thin, to pass sleepless nights, as she avowed, and 
lose her appetite as she could not conceal. All 
the married men agreed that not one of their 
wives would shew such obstinate symptoms for 
u whole fortnight of widowhood ; and a few of 
the bachelors, who had been repulsed by Ma^ 
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dame Potdevin and Marguerite, put ibeir headt 
together, to account, if possible, for such an ex- 
traordinary combination of events. 

One Sunday evening, which was in the eaily 
part of the third week after the publican's 
death, a knot of the aforesaid discarded suitors 
had assembled round a table in a distant corner 
of the kitchen ; and while apparently discussing 
the merits of a bottle of vin ordinaire, and 
watching the progress of a game of dominoc 
which two of the party were playing, they gavg 
all their observation to the bar, within which 
was seated the widow of the woeful countenanoe, 
while Marguerite was, with a fatigued and in- 
di£FereDt air, serving the various custosiers 
around. The smuggler leaned with hie back 
against the bar counter, his arms crossed, and a 
cigar in his mouth, pulling a cloud of smoke, 
which, intermixed with sighs, was intended no 
doubt as eymboKcal of incense for the widow's 
shrine. Belpechc Was sitting on a chair inside^ 

1 cocked hat perched upon his neatly pow^ 
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dered curls, his pig-tail sticking Sprucely out 
behind, the lapel of his green coat decorated 
with a large bunch of myrtle, his white waist- 
coat and lace frill all in order, and his black 
satin breeches, with their shining paste buckles^ 
were contrasted witli the broad blue ribbed 
stockings, meant probably to magnify the pros- 
portions of his spindle slianks% Paul Ricochet 
sat silently oH a bench near the fire, but quite 
within the pale of the widow's jurisdiction, in 
his blue jacket and trowsers, his red woollen cap, 
and huge boots gaping in large wrinkles far up 
his thighs. 

" Well, it's an odd thing to me,'** said a 
master tailor, one of th6 junta of observers 
before-mentioned, ^'hdw that woman can listen 
to the addresses of that old (cabbage planter, 
and that goose of a smuggler^ only a fortnight 
after her poor husband has been buried*" 

^^ Because she l*ejected yo^m addresses A Week 
ago, isn't it?'' retorted a surly old grocer who 
lat in the tomer* " Poor woman,'' continued 




he, "she does not listen to their addresses- 
she's plainly thinking of other mattei-s."' 

" Aye, that's clear," murmured a tinman, wtiO 
lived next door to the inn, and who Tiad vainly 
endesvoured to hammer himself Into the widoVs 
favour, singing amorous ditties as an aticdiiU 
panimetit the whiAe day long, ever since' her' 
husband's death. " That's clear enough, and 
a troubled conscience she must have, to pine 
away as she does in spite of every thing done 
to please her." 

*' Yes, yes," ■ cried a chorus of the whole 
party, " there must be somediing on her con- 
science." 

"Her conscience!" said the grocer, who 
seemed msolved to be the champion of the 
widow, " what do you mean ?" 

" Why, I mean mucli more than I choose to 
say," replied the tinman ; " but this I will say^ 
that Potdevin's death was a sudden and a strange 
one; and I might say more if I chose it." 

This was, however, enough. Ill nature and' 



scandal, , ar^ not exigent of arguments, They 
are always ready to ta^ke a hint, atki require 
nothing half ko strong as *^ holy writ'' to form 
a foundation for the structures they raisa In 
three days frono, the evening in question, reports 
ap4 raurmurs went abroad ; and in two or three 
more, opinions were freely given that poor Pot- 
devin had come to his death unfairly, and that 
his wife and her maid had perpetrated the 
murder : whether with or without associates, the 
public mind was not quite made up. 

Madame Potdevin and Marguerite, the ac- 
cused, were, as is usual, the last persons to hear 
the accusation. They were arraigned, found 
guilty, and condemned, to the perfect satisfac- 
tion of their neighbours, long before the pes^ 
tilent breath of calumny had warned them thai 
they were its victims. But the public had on 
this occasipn fair grounds for suspicion certainly. 
There was something mysterious in the whold 
tenor of Pptdevin's conduct just before hi(k 
death. He h^d secrets beyond doubt, and coin- 
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panions joined in them, be those companions 
whom they might ; and from mysterious com- 
b'mations, dark results must be expected. His 
dedth was sudden ; and from the hurried way in 
which posthumous inquests are slurred over in 
France, it was not impossible in a case of this 
Uind that ^' strangulation^^ should h^ve stood in 
the place of " apoplexy/' in the magistrs^te^s 
report. And in addition to the widow^s and 
Marguerite's deep suflFering, so charitably con- 
strued into direct evidence of guilt, the neigh- 
bouring tinman before-njentioned, gave decided 
intimation of his belief that the inn was haunted 
by the ghost of its murdered master. He had 
come to this conclusion from the fact of bis 
having heard, by a close application of his ear 
to the adjoining wall, sundry unaccountable 
night noises, proceeding, of course, from the 
t;*oubled spirit, independent of the sighs and 
groans of the repentant woman, who suffered 
under its visitations. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



EvEEY trivial circumstance gives weight to 
calumny, and several concurrent facts were at 

this time remarked. Both the women were 

I. 

seen to go much more frequently to church than 
they had ever been accustomed to; and the 
widow particularly was observed to give large 
sums in charity, to attend repeatedly at the con- 
fessional; while a succession of masses were 
subscribed to and regularly performed, nomi- 
rially for the repose of her husband^s soul ; but 
it was shrewdly suspected, more with a view 
to the pardon of her own. 

General inferences only could be drawn from 
tliese facts. More particular proofs were called 
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for. A Strict scrutiny on the inn and its !n> 
mates was the consequence ; and a few nights 
more brought to light the circumstance of a 
man, muffled in a cloak, comirg secretly to the 
suspected bouse a little before midnight, irfter 
the customers had all retired. He was cau- 
tiously admitted by Marguerite, and a tjareful 
observance of the windows by the party without 
shewed them that the green chamber, that in 
which poor Potdevin breathed his last, tWb 
lighted up, a most uncommon circumstance; 
and a hundred strange conclusions were formed 
upon this mysterious event. But matters went 
on just as before, nothing positive taking plaoe 
to criminate the suspected women but thcip 
looks, that false evidence on which niany Uri 
unjust judgment is pronounced. 

Now, to put my reatlers out of pain, at « 
leaat to place the characters of two innocent 
women out of jeopardy, I must say at once that 
ihey had positively nothing o do with the a*, 
nitaed murder, directly or indirectly. But it Is 
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very certain that they did suffer dreadfully ; 
almost ever since they discovered the blackened 
face of the corpse staring behind the green bed 
curtains, by all those appalling noises, which 
waken echo at midnight, harrowing the con- 
sciences of the criminal, and thrilling through 
the hearts of even the guiltless. 

The very night of the day on which the pub- 
lican was laid in his grave, when the solitude of 
death itself seemed on the house, the widow, 
lying sadly in her bed (while Marguerite slum- 
bered disturbedly in the same room), distinctly 
heard low sighs and groans, proceeding from the 
green chamber, which was at the opposite side 
of the corridor, on which her bed-room opened. 
Not being of any remarkable weakness of mind, 
but perhaps the contrary, she endeavoured to 
persuade herself that it was but her fancy that 
was at work. She had her share of sujierstiiion, 
however, and she piously repeated her prayers 
the Virgin, and her own especiiil saint, with- 
disEurbiug her tired aiid sleipr attendant. 

VOL. It. E 
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That night passed ov6r ; but the n^t brou^t 
a repetitioa of die awful sounds. Tenified now 
in downright eafcnest^ and waxious to have her 
apprehensions confirmed or put to rest, she called 
in a half whisper to Marguerite, who occupied 
a bed beside her'a 

Marguerite, Marguerite ! are you awake ?" 
I am afraid I am, Madame.'*' 
' " Do you hear any thing ?" 

" I hope not.'' 

" But what do you think ?" 

^' Oh, Madame, I am toofrightened to think !^ 

" Christ preserve us !*' 

« And the Virgin T 

" And Saint Fredegonde f ' 

« Amen !" 

And a loud and voluble repetition of the due 
number cf Patera and Aoes succeeded in silen(>« 
ing the indistinct causes of alarm. A third 
night's repetition of these awful wamkigs wjm 
alone wanting to confirm the belief of Madame 
Potdevin that her husband*s spirit was not yet 




at rest. The third night came, and with it the 
ao much dreaded sounds. And from that night) 
might be fairly traced the perceptible misery of 
appearance, the extravagant donations, the 
supererogatory masaes, and all the other symp- 
toms which drew down the observation of the 
world. 

Madame Potdevin being, as was before 
stated, a knowing, clever sort of woman, began 
to open an account of regular calculation between 
her fears and her proiiCs; and Marguerite, from 
a perfect sympathy of Interest, entered fully into 
her mistress's views. They were both actually 
dying by inches of affright and suffering ; yet 
they most enduringly bore up against it all, 
sooner than, by making known the fact of the 
house being haunted, utterly ruin its reputation, 
and cause it to be wholly deserted, the certain 
consequence as they justly foresaw. It has been 
seen that the tavern and coffee-house department 
of tlie establishment, found no abatement of 
cuitooi. The eating and drinking went on as 
K S 




merrily, or moi-e so than ever. But no traveller 
had as yet occupied a bed, since the receut awful 
catastrophe. Although the mistress and maid, 
whom we may almost consider as joint hostesses 
luffered terrors indescribable in the endurance 
of their nightly torment, they rather discou- 
raged for awhile any persons from sleeping at 
the inn, lest the fatal secret might be prema- 
turely betrayed, for they trusted to the means 
they employed for getting rid of the evil com- 
pletely. But when night after night, and week 
after week, in spite of prayers, and masses, 
and confessions, the same frightful noises dis- 
turbed them, they resolved to make one conii- 
dent to the sad secret, and they honestly told 
the Cur^ of their parish the cause of their 
distrass. Having thu^; unbosomed themselves, 
they had half got rid of their fears, and they 
were almost disposed to join in opinion with 
the incredulous priest, when he laughed at 
their recital, and told them they were a pair of 
fools. He, however, agreed to their request 
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that he should watch one night in the haunted 
room, and use all the means which religion could 
afibrd to quiet the perturbed spirit. He accord- 
ingly came secretly (as he thought) to the inn, 
but we have seen that he was watched ; and his 
proceedings having gone regularly on without 
harm or hindrance, he left the house as he 
came to it, confirmed in the belief that the 
women were the dupes of some delusion or some 
trick. 

Madame Potdevin and Marguerite strove to 
persuade themselves that they thought with him, 
but the next night brought back the sounds of 
alarm, and the renewal of their terrors. Thej 
were then convinced that there was no dehtsiart 
— but they did begin to imagine that there 
might be Eome trick. Somewhat quieted by this 
notion, they set themselves to a regular task of 
observation, and they soon noticed a continued 
train of circumstances, which led to the belief 
that they had been dupes of a very impure mor- 
tality, instead of those ghostly visitations they 
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had imagined. They now remarked that every 
morning some article of food, left unlocked upon 
.the preceding night, disappeared with wondrous 
regularity. Bread, cheese, and other viands, 
whether fish or Resh, were sure to be carried in 
small quantities away. Cats and rats were in 
their turn suspected of these paltry depredations ; 
but a tittle reflection caused their acquittal of 
the charge, for it was impossible that they could 
produce the terrifving sounds which were the 
accompaniments to such performances. Then 
agun, it appeai-cd unlikely that such ignoble 
pilfeiiug could be the sole object of those suc- 
BttemptB. The property of the house 
.was untouched. Spoons, and forks, and every 
.other portable object of value, were carefully 
counted aud found safe. Could all this be then 
tlie persevering malice of some enemy, or the 
wantonness of some thoughtless friend, merely 
put in practice to frighten its victims ? But by 
whom could it he practised ? Who could thus 
attain free entrance to the house, the doors of 
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which were so regulariy looked ? The women 
inquired of each other and of themselves — and 
the debate ended in their being unwillingly 
forced to suspect Francois, the lame and pur- 
blind hostler, of being the authiu- of these 
pranks, for some object, the truth of which 
lay in some well too deep for tlieir fathoming. 

It was, therefore, decided that he sliould be 
carefully examined, and keenly questioned ; but 
on the very morning fixed for this inquisition, 
Francois made his appearance before his mis- 
tress and Marguerite, and very bluntly told 
them that, sorry as he was for it, he was forced 
to quit the service in which he was beginning to 
grow grey. Startled at this announcement, and 
wondering how he could have divined their sus- 
jncioDs, and even more than anticipated their 
intentions, the women eyed him keenly — but 
difcovered nothing at all like guilt. Madame 
asked him, with feigned indifference, what could 
have caused so sudden and unprovoked a resolu- 
tion on his part. 




"Becau9e,"rep!iedhe, "lamwornand wasted 
to death — and you yourselves the same; — be- 
'. my poor master was murdered, aud the 
bouse is haunted by his ghost !" 
. The abrupt and savage tone of this reply 
•made the women start and shudder, Francis 
seemed to remark those symptoms with a suspi- 
cious air ; and he cut short all further interlo- 
cution by a brief statement that from the tim« 
of his master's death he had been incessantly 
tormented by night noises in the outhouse where 
he sJept, or attempted to sleep ; that the few 
horses which had been under his care shewed 
evident proofs of the fear and uneasiness which 
all dumb animals display at the times when 
epirits are abroad ; and, finally, he demanded in 
a decisive tone the arrears of his wages, and a 
certificate of his faithful services. Madame VoU 
deyin terrified by the dread of the effect which 
this sudden measure might produce on the public 
mind, to the certain detriment of her business, 
[ and the probable injury of her character, used 





the most cogent arguments which lier knowledge 
of human nature, and that of Francis, su^ested. 
to change the hostler's resolution. But all was 
unavaihng, although seconded bravely by the 
eloquent energy of Marguerite. Francois in- 
listed on his point being conceded, and he car- 
ried it of course. The last request of his late 
mistress, on his quitting the house, was that he 
would keep profoundly secret the circumstances 
which caused his removal—and Francois did not 
fail to treasure up the recollection of this anxiety 
for concealment, which he could attribute to but 
one cause. The fact was, th.it this poor fellow had 
been himself, several years before, severely smitten 
by the striking charms of Mademoiselle Mar- 
guerite, but hia passion being quite ridjciiloiis 
in her eyes, it had met with no return but con- 
tempt. This produced that natural retort of 
feeling, dislike on his part ; and he came readily 
into the opinion of the neighbouring tinman as 
to the mysterious noises which wei-e so frequently 
beard by both. ' The ecparation of Fran^oi 
X 3 
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from the old firm of which he had so long been 
an humble partner, condensed the vapoury mass 
of conjecture which had been so long afloat, 
and it took the shape of a lowering cloud of 
obloquy on the. objects over whom it hovered. 

In the meantime, poor Madame Potdevin and 
Marguerite, so far from being in any way re- 
lieved from their apprehensions, had them re- 
doubled by the conviction that the hostler was 
innocent ; and looking at their persecution either 
as human or supernatural, they had but a dupli- 
cate of perplexity and alarm. They, however, 
resolved to make strenuous efforts to baffle their 
tormeDtor should mortal appetite be really a 
matter of importance to him. They conse- 
quently put every remnant of victuals under 
lock and key ; and the night of Fran9ois* 
departure, they carefully bolted and barred every 
entrance to the house, except the private door 
leading to the green-chamber from the back 
stairs — but that they durst not approach 
through the awful premises. That was, how- 
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ever, pretty clearly the Tulncrable point for either 
ghost or robber, and that very night the noises 
were renewed. Groans, lamentations, and even, 
as the affirighted woman thought, murmured 
maledictions came in hollow tones through the 
panels and wainscote ; and to complete the hor^ 
ror of the haunted hostess, she found on the 
kitchen table, when she descended the next 
morning, a paper, on which was traced in cha- 
racters of blood the following words: 

**• Rash Womaw ! 
" Durst thou controul the lawful master of 
this house and thee? Venture no more to thwart 
my desires, or dread the vengeance of 

Thy Husband''s Ghost." 

This dreadful warning was the climax of the 
widow's tortures. The cup of her sufferings 
was above the brim ; she could bear no more ; 
but determined, with the full concurrence of 
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Marguerite^ to make known the state, of facts 
to a few intimate friends, and take decisive 
measures for the discovery of the horrid case, 
be it what it might. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



The close-drawn circle of the widow Pot- 
devin's regard included only those who, as she 
thought, gave her a share of theirs. This was 
a narrow, but a natural method of regulating 
her friendships, and was certainly less likely to 
produce disappointment, than a more profuse 
expenditure of benevolence would have been. 
Halfra-do^en persons, at the utmost, composed 
the select, junta in which the widow would con- 
sent to repose any confidence. Selpeche, Sloufie, 
and Ricochet formed half this council ; andMar- 
guerite, with a couple of gossipping female neigh- 
bours, completed it. 

The avowed object of the meeting being, on 
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the one hand to make an awful disclosure^ and 

f 

on the other to afford advice and assistance 
in a serious emergency, much gravity and 
importance was carried in every countenance, 
and great curiosity in every mind — but one. 
That one was Paul Ricochet's, who knew very 
well before hand all that was about to be 
divulged, and made light, or pretended to do so, 
of ail the widow's and her bar*maid^s fears. 

The assemblage took place, on the very night 
oi the day when Madame Fotdevin discovered 
the sanguinary threat befcare copied, in the little 
inner room, the penetralia of the pot-house, 
from which the widow could still, in the midst 
of her disclosure, keep a sharp eye on the cus-- 
tom^rs in the kitchen, and lend a ready ear to 
their calls. The business of the meeting was 
opened by a succinct detail in Madame Pot- 
devin^s best manner of story-telling, of all the 
mysterious circumstances preceding her hus- 
band^s death, and of the still more horrifying 
combinations which followed that startling event. 
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With low voice and suppressed utterance she 
■poke of the nightly visitings, while her auditors, 
(with one exception), gave a nervous attention, 
and seemed like the speaker afraid of awakening 
the echos of the green chamber just over their 
heads. The few customers had dropped one 
by one away ; the night waned fast ; and at 
length came the grand point of information, 
cogitation and dread — the teiTific denouncement 
of that very morning — llie bloody billet ! At 
itight of this appalling document, a thrill of 
horror ran through the audience — all but Rico- 
ohet. While the countenances of the others 
betrayed the curdling of their best blood, hie 
only shewed an incredulous curl of lip. The 
women were horror-struck, Belpeche shook in 
every point, BloulTe twisted and turned from 
mde to side, coughed and swaggered, and cursed 
a little; and the whole party bore testimony t-o 
the blood-traced characters being almost a fac- 
simile of the strangled inn-keeper's haud-writing, 
while even Paul Ricochet acknowledged them to 
*hew a spectral sort of resemblance. 




Next came tbe ex[»«aaum of the 
opinions on the case. The womea were de- 
cidedly of opinion that it was the ghost, and 
nothingbutthegliostjthathad written the paper; 
and they counselled the widow to submit with- 
out resistance to the exactions demanded, with- 
out any impious efforts at examination of their 
propriety — to give the best in the house to 
satisfy the cravings of the spectre — and then to 
abandon the house itself, and its unearthly occu- 
pant for ever. 

This unsatisfactory and absurd advice wse 
cut short by Blouffe, who could not restrain his 
impatience nor his temper. He burst into a 
whirlwind of passion — abused the women as 
eroaking and cowardly — swore a dozen furious 
oaths — diacljumcd all belief in ghosts and gob- 
lins — wiped the perspiration from his forehead 
— and, observing through the window that the 
finger of the white faced dial in the kitchen wa« 
(ilaced perpendicularly against the nose of tbe 
»un, indicating the near approach of midnight 
(the very hour when the noises had hitherto 
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:ed), the captain took up his hat and 
short cloak, and protested against staying longer 
on such a foolish consultation. 

He was, however, in his turn interrupted by 
Paul Ricochet, who seized him by the arm, and 
said, with hi? peculiar and not very satisfactory 
Emile, 

" Nay but, Captain, you must not abandon 
ua this way — just at the hour when the gliost is 
about to visit us ?" 

The women screamed, as if Paul had uttered 
a blasphemy ; Belpeche exclaimed against the 
indecorum and indecent levity of the expression, 
BlouSe swore a huge oath, and prepared to 
rush out of the room. Paul Ricochet laughed 
outright, with an air of incredulous gaiety which 
made the whole party tremble. At the same 
instant the kitchen clock struck twelve — and the 
twang of the last stroke had not died away, 
when a low deep groan was distinctly heard to 
proceed from the fjreen room above stairs, ac- 
companied by a rumbling souud, such as has been 




unquiet epint, tune 
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the Sure anDouncement of ai 
immemorial. 

A thrill of horror ran through the assemblage. 
,The women hid their faces ; Biouffe shook as 
if seized by an ague fit; Belp6clie alone re- 
covered energy enough to speak. 

" This is too bad," said he, addressing Paul, 
'*^ too bad, Mister Ricochet — this is your doing 
— you have some accomplice in this vile trick, 
and some design too deep for me to fathom. I 
denounce you to this amiable lady, widow Pot- 
devin, and before her friends here assembled, as 
an impostor, a trickster, a jnggler! — you may 
■neer and laugh if you like it, Sir," — continued 
the agitated gardener, looking irefully at the 
object of his accusation — but there was neither 
sneer nor laugh on the face of Paul Ricochet. 
A pallid hue had overspread it, and he ap- 
peared either overwhelmed with guilt, or seized 
with fear. Belpeche did not hesitate in attri- 
buting his visible emotion to the first cause, 
from the very natural delight which be Mt at 
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his own sagacity, having been the stknuknt to 
which it was owing. • * 

<< liook at him, Madame Potdevin ; tbc^ at 
him, ladies; look at him, Marguerite ; look dt 
him, Captain Blouffe!*" cried the exhilarated 
Belpeche. Every eye was turned towards Paul ; 
but brfbre any one had time to fix its scrutiniz-' 
ing glances on him, a groan louder than the 
first, and a repetition of the rumbling, drew off 
the attention of all, and filled the' party with 
renewed alarm. 

** Yes, yes," cried Belpeche, ** it is clear that 
his accomplice can time these interruptions to 
save him from condemnation.^^ 

^^ It must be so !'^ exclaimed Blouffe, with a 
tremendous oath, recovering his courage and 
clear-sightedness ; " it must be so ! Paul Rico- 
chet, this is all your doing f 

" Paul, Paul r whispered Madame Potdevin, 
tenderly incredulous, <^ can it be possible ?" 

*^ Can it be possible ?'^ echoed the two female 
neighbours. 
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" No, I am sure it can not, and that it t* 
not," said Marguerite, briskly, " Til -vtHrikk 
it that Paul knows no more of the trick, if ft tit' 
one, than Monsieur Selpeefa^ hiinSelf ; aiifiFiV 
no more capable of such a scandalous proceed- 
ing than Captain Blouffe is." 

" By the ," blustered Blouffe, ibotif ib 

utter acme terrific adjuration. '" ' "■ '^ '"' 

" ril tell you ," stammered Belpdbne, 

beginning some new tirade. But they were 
•topped short by Paul Ricochet, who stiood up 
with a resolute demeanour, walked quickly to 
tlie door of the room, which he locked firmly 
and put the key in his pocket, and then advanc- 
ing into the middle of the group, he said,— 

" Gentlemen and ladies, all this is going too 
far. It must have an end, and speedily. I 
confess myself not surprised at your suspieioDS. 
but I hope no one that knows me will calibly 
believe me guilty of such base conduct, from 
any interested motive. I was, till now, I'ac.: 
knowledge it, quite incredulous — I laughed aX. 
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these alarms. But I am not now disposed to 
do 50. That somethiog is at work, human or 
supernatural, is clear. I protest myself wholly 
innocent of all share in thege doings; but I am 
accused, and the truth must come out. There- 
fore no one, man or woman, quits this room till 
all are agreed as to some measures for sifting 
this mystery, and discovering its truth. That I 
am resolved on." 

The utterance of this oration was followed 
by a very serious debate. The first thing pro- 
posed, or rather commanded, by Paul, was an 
immediate search in the roora above. His 
orders were, after some demurring, oh^ed ; 
and, followed by the whole party, armed as 
best they could supply themselves, with sho- 
vels, tongs, and candlesticks, he boldly ascended 
to the green chamber. The women all stood 
trembling at the door ; Captain BloufTe let hjs 
candle fall and be extinguished — by accident of 
course — and ran down stairs to re-light it, si- -' 
though there were four or five others close by ;'* 
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and Faul and Belpeche with a tolerable air of 
"^Airage, went in, and carefully examined every 
part of the room, not even omitting the fatal bed; 
but they found Dothing. The door was closed and 
the party desranded, BloufFe leading the way, 
politely lighting the ladies down stairs, and Paul 
bringing up the rear, with an air of dissatistied 
abstraction, eitlietvery natural or very well acted. 
Once more seated in the little room below, 
tlie consultation was renewed with increased 
energy. Many plans were proposed, many 
rejected ; an avowal of the circumatances, the 
calling in of the police, and such like public 
displays, were deliberately voted to be dangerous 
to the reputation of the house, and likely to 
defeat every effort for discovery, by putting the 
ghost on its guard. A quiet but energetic 
system of watching was resolved on, as best 
adapted to catch the impostors, if such were at 
work, and it was finaUy decided, that the three 
men present, the rival suitors, the chosen coun- 
•ellors of Madame Potdevin, were successively 
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to keep watch, until the mystery was one way 
or another unravelled. 

Lots were drawn by the three to decide the 
order of precedence, in which their watchings 
were to take place. Madame Potdevin cut 
three pieces of coarse brown paper of diflbrent 
lengths, the shortest of which was to entitle the 
drawer to the enviable preference for the first 
night's duty in the widow's service; and she 
firmly closed her hand, as the aspirants stretched 
out theirs. 

Belp^che, half trembling, shut his eyes, drew 
first — and pulled the shortest. Blouffe tried 
next, and turned his head aside, unwilling to 
look his fate in the face. He had taken the 
second shortest, and as the widow opened her 
hand, and gave the last and longest lot to Paul 
Ricochet, a well pleased twinkle played in her 
eye, at the good luck which removed her favou- 
rite the farthest from the dangerous trial. 

The ceremony being concluded, each man 
put on his best coat of valour. Belpeche 
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I avowed himself ready for duty for the nest 
night, Bloufie (hoping that Belpeche's success 
might save him from the neceg»ty of conuDg 
into action at all) swore, that but for thwarting 
tlie destiny, which fixed the lots, he would }ata- 
self undertate the morrow's watch, and aettit? 
the business wholly by his own exertions. Uioo- 
chct talked very little, and only expressed iot 
wish that all might terminate well for all partiec. 
And now, to give a proper solemnity to the 
proceeding, to inspire the adventurous knight!! 
with still greater ardour in the enterprize, and 
to display her own liberality, the widow Potdt?- 
- vin solemnly declared, that feeling her lone and 
unprotected state, and appreciating the s^vice 
thus undertaken on her behalf, she had decidedly 
made up her mind to confer upon the successful 
assailant of her midnight persecutor, the sum of 
ten thousand francs in cash, accompanied by 
whatever other reward it was in her power to 
give — and that he might decide on asking. 
^T^ielast wtHx^sof herdeckraugu were uttered 
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in a faltering voice, with averted head 
dowDcast eyes, the latter taking a general glance 
at her own fat and comely person reflected in 
the looking glass, as if she were conscious of the 
views of the trio around her, and that t/ial alone 
could be the object of their hopes. 

" Oh, generous woman !" sighed fortli old 
Belpeche, fragrantly. 

" Bravo, widow!" cried Bloud*e, familiarly 
slapping his hard broad fist upon her shoulder. 

" Do you say nothing, Paul ?" asked the 
widow, in a subdued and intermarrying tone. 

" Why, Madame," rephed he, " you know I 
am a man of few words, and I quite under- 
stand the force of the frank declaration you 
have made to these gentlemen and myself. 
I am sure you intend doing what you promise, 
and I am very sure we are all three very happy 
in the hope it holds out to him who may have 
the good luck to be entitled to claim it. But 
ladies, you know, Madame, sometimes 
their minds, and may be Jt would be 

▼OIm II. L 



change I 

OS well I 



■,^^S BERING IS NOT BELIEVING, 

for all parties if you would put your promise in 
writing, and get it regularly attested before a 
notary to-morrow. You will pardon my bold- 
ness, I am sure, and not mistake my nio- 

" I do pardon you freely, Paul," replied the 
widow, " and I approve the prudence which 
has always cliaracterized you. I willingly accede 
to your proposal, and the paper shall be signed 
to-morrow." 

i^' Bursts of acknowledgment from the gardener 
nnd the 'Smuggler, who each hoped himself the 
winner of the prize, although dreading the risk 
to be encountered, and a quiet and contented 
smile from Paul Ricochet, ended the conference. 
■Morning dawned ere the party would venture 
to separate; the widow's friends stole away 
unobserved from the house, and she and Mar- 
guerite lay down in their beds. In ruminate 
on the past, and snatch a few hours' repose to 
enable them to meet the future with renovated 
btrength. 







CHAPTER V. < 

• . • _ - . ■ . . > , 

: The Mlowidg day was ushered in witik miieh 
iidgettiness on the part of Belpeche, and arather 
uncomfortable state of feeling to the rest of 
the combination of ghost catchers. It Was not 
th^t Belp^che was actually a believer in ghosts, 
hut he 5^as a cautioiis old fellow, and thought it 
JboHsh to trust his own incredality too far ; .and, 
Kke most pebple who believe those things^ €dth^r 
in whole ;or in part, he had, perhaps, good 
reasons for his fears. He therefore made it a 
rule never to walk through a church^yardat 
tiiight, nor to speak slightingly of supemiitural 
a^earatices, nor. to put out the candle unttl^he 
wa& fairly under the blankets, always pqllttig 

L 2 



22() 



SEEIKC IS NOT BELIEVING. 



I 



his lejTs into bed with infinite spirit, lest some- 
thing more might be hirking under it than met 
the mortal eye. As it grew dark, therefore, on 
this important day, he felt any thing but phi- 
losophically indifferent, and a compunctious 
shivering once or twice came over him, at the 
thought that he was perhaps braving some su- 
pernatural power. But his better man at length 
prevailed over these treacherous misgivings, and 
he returned to the last night''s conviction thM 
the whole affair was a piece of human, or rather 
inhuman waggery, or if effected from serious 
motives, that it vras a device of Paul Ricochet 
to frighten the widow into his possession. This 
last notion roused up the little remnant of Bel- 
peches courage, and he trudged off towards the 
scene of adventure, determined to run every 
risk in order to thwart the unfair play thus put 
ill practice by his rival. 

When he arrived at the inn, he found the rest 
of the allies assembled in the little parlour, 
quite as punctual as if it had been their owm 




mm of watcb. BlouflFe was swaggering up and 
down the room, and offering wagers of rum, 
gin, brandy, txibacco, and English muslin (fa- 
vourite articles of his) that Belpeche would 
blink the undertaking and leave them in tht> 
lurch. Marguerite, who seemed alone to uphold 
the balance of equity, stood stoutly up for the 
gallant gardener, and the entrance of the old 
man proved that he had quite as much blood in 
him as she gave him credit for. 

His arrival was hailed with many cordial 
acknowledgments of his bravery, and anticipa- 
tions of his prowess, by the two friendly female 
neighbours, but none of the others seemed much 
exhilarated by his punctuality; and the widow, 
in particular, looked sulky and disappointed, 
for in fact she had reckoned, when her first fears 
for Ricochet's safety had somewhat subsided, 
that the cowardice of his rivals would have kept 
them from the undertaking, and left him a clear 
field for the acquirement of the prize she intended 
for him. 
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'i Blouffe was atili more displeased, for hatl tlie 
^rdcner forfeited his pledge of precedence, he 
iti^ant to have protested against th*r wlioJe 
ah-angement as null ; but now he had lio excuse 
!br not going through his share of the adventurej 
and therefore he was as dogged and sullen' as 
luiy poltroon could be. 

Paul Ricochet had confidently reckoned on 
the timidity of the gardener for making tim 
forfeit his engagement He feared that the 
'tunning of the old man might discover the 
*iecret before he could come into action him- 
^If. As to Captain BloulFe he had no ap- 
'firehension of his effecting any thing but a re- 
4reat. 

Marguerite was influenced by feelings of her 
iwn, and altogether the gardener was not very 
^Enthusiastically received. That was a pity, for 
4n his then frame of mind he required encou- 
ragement, and he felt his drooping spirit thirst 
Jor a draught of that moral alcohol which he 
I 'expected in vain. Bafiicd in that hope, be ecu- 




tented himself with a glass uf cogiiiac, and Cap- 
tain Blouffe look aaotJier, juat for company's 
sake, and for tlie liberal purpose of drinking 
success to his rival. This he did from his Iieart, 
for he. began to wish the widow at the very devil 
for having engaged him in the adventure ; and 
he was little less severe on himself for having 
embarked in it. 

The clock told half past eleven. All prepa- 
rations were made. Belpeche affectionately 
saluted the four females, wrapped himself in 
his warm great coat o£ brown camlet, put on his 
white cotton nightcap, placed Captain Blouife's 
cutlass under his arm, took a well-trimmed lamp 
in his hand, and with the air of a man about to 
be turned off a scaffold, he tottered up towards 
ibe green chamber, for there it was resolved 
that he should keep watch, meeting the ghost (or 
the impostor) as it were upon the very threshold 
of the prenaisea it had hitherto with impunity 
invaded. Paul Ricochet propped up the okl 
gatdener at one side, and. Blouffe pomised to f\o 
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MO oa tlje other ; but before he reached the 
upper landing-place he contrived to let the cork 
fall out of the hottle of brandy, which he car- 
ried for Belpeche's comfort, and while he fam- 
bled about in search of It, quaffing copiously all 
the time, Belpeche and his less cowardly com- 
panion had fairly entered the room. 

A fire was soon blazing, Paul haying during 
the day placed the faggots and the more com- 
bustible brushwood in the chimney. Belpeche 
dropped shivering into an arm chair by the fire- 
side, aod Paul, delighted at the exhibitlfm of 
terror before him, placed on the table the leg of 
a patted goose, some bread and cheese, and a 
black pudding, as the very best sort of ingi-e- 
dients for exorcising a ghost m" exercising a 
human being. Blouffe peeped sneakingly in, 
with the half emptied brandy bottle, and soon 

Iineaked out again, as spiritless as the half he 
had emptied. Ricochet wished the doughty 
sentinel good night, with an ^r of exaggerated 
apprehension ; and faithfully promising to come 
I k 
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to his relief, at the least alann, he retreated 
quickly down staira, and took up his stnion, as 
agreed upon with Captain Bloufll- and the 
women, in thu hi tie parlour. 

The nervous anxiety which prevailed below; 
and the agonizing ugitatiun which reigned abnv?, 
were soon, not relieved, but replaced, by the 
visitation so di-eaded and so dreadful. On«— 
two — three I — seven— eight — nine! — twelve f 
struck the clock ; and " Twelve .'" in full chorus 
exclaimed the occupants of the parlour, when 
one ghostly groan came down through the 
chinks of the railing, followed by a feeble scream 
from Belpeche's terror-parched throat — and in ■ 
an instant after, a crash was heard, as if somfr ' 
heavy substance had fallen on the iloor above, i; 

The women all screamed, and half of them ' 
hid themselves under the table. But the other'^ 
two, Madame Poidevin and Maj-j^uerite, shewed : 
more presence of mmd and body. The first-! 
threw herself upon I'aul Ritociict (who, armeil'-' 
with a long rusty rapier, was valiantly rusliing up^i 
lS 





*'gtairs,) and with loud vodferations declared that 

•■lie should not ran the risk of an encounter -Witli 

'the mysterious enemy above. Marguerite fldng 

herself upon Captain Blouffe, not for the pur- 

■posc of detention, but to push him towards the 

.'door, from which he most restively hung back. 

'•He had boldly pulled his brass barrelled pistol 

"out of his belt, and cocked it, but he hraAself 

shewed nothing of the same readiness to go off. 

*' Go on, Captain, go on !" cried Marguerite, 

shoving him forwards with hands and knees. 

'■ Who the devil is holding me there ?" ex- 
claimed the captain, plun^ng backwards, and 
iayinga strong posterior em ph aw s on every word. 
' " You shan't, you shan't V sobbed the widow 
■'hugging Paul in her arms. 

tjiij *cip(jr God's sake, let me go ! Monsieur Bel- 
Y'ji&di^ will be murdered !" roared Paul ; and at 
'lertgth, bv a bold plunge, he escaped from the 
" Tridow's embraces, rusheii towards the door, and 
'"darted up the Ktairs, lugging Bloiiffe along with 
<hiin, by the collar of his coat. 
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,iiWhen they reached the door of the-green 
[i^ambei', Bicoclict burst it opt;n with hia foot, 
and Bluu&e, in his tremor, fired oif bis pistol 
close to bis companiran's head, eingeing the fur 
of his cap, and sending a bullet whizzing through 
one of tile bed-posts. . Faid sprang forward, 
and Blouffe, gaining courage " at the sound 
himself had made," and ashamed to be passed 
by the very women, who now came damourint: 
up the stairs, followed into the room, and as- 
sisted Paul in picking up the astounded gar- 
dener, who lay on his face on the floor. The 
table was upset beside bim, and every appear- 
ance of the preparations for his supper removed. 
Paul having satisfied himself that Belpeche 
was alive and iinwounded, except in spirit, 
banded bim over to the cares of. Blouse and 
the women, and proceeded to search in cv«^'y 
possible direction for some traces of the enemy. 
He examined well, above in the garrets, down 
in the celiats, .and in every oth^r nook ,^d 
corner of ihe hou^e; then>.tuQk a careful survey 
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(if the outer premises, and left no place itDtried, 
wlierc necessity, the mother of iuveadoo, or fear, 
the father of devotion, migiit hate forced a man 
to hide. His search was all in vqid, and be 
returned into the liouEe baffled and diesa,tiafied> 

The gard^icr's account of the apparition, 
which had nearly terrified him to death, was 
most appalling. He could aot describe it, he 
said, for be acknowledged that the moment he 
bcarii its first groan, as it entered tlie green 
chamber, he fell down flat on his face, and 
never ventured to look up till Paul Ricochet 
came to his relief. But be was certain that it 
must have been sometliing very dreadful, to 
liave produced such an astonishing effect ; — and 
he did not ventuie to doubt its being supernatu- 
ral, from that very drcumstance, and from the . 
btr^ig smell of brimstone left behind it, when it. 
vanished in a flash of lightning, and tookitsd 
leave with a clap of thunder. < i i^tl 

The discharge of Captain Blouffe's brasv 
barreiied pistol, satisfactorily explained 
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lMifrhfa][isdf< >lb^^>£ie0]^k^d^''ed<iVih(^ ' hn^ \bst< 
^ *playeri>of nhe^' ptanhki^ iftts lit bny i!<Atie 'at 
veiy btiiigrf br^ilUf^ fcltew.' M^i^cinild nbt 
fair the ^es^t^ b^ aiicel'taified ; ftad tlie 'patty 
broketUp^' agreeing tliat'oti th^ foUowifig night; 
some inore- decimve precautions w^re^ to' fa^ 
taken ; "and fixing the hour of meeting in tfie 
little park^Ur, at sooaewhat earlier than beforieVtb 
alto w^ of 4 full consultation on the mea^ut^ed t6 
U&pnrftued. . » 

The following night, at between nine jrtidteft^ 
o^olock, a man Vas obseirved walking to and' 
fro in apparent agitation; on the bdac?h 6f the' 
outer haf hour of the towtti He •^is wi^^^Jp^ditf ^ 
a coarse boat cloak. ^OnJiis head' wy*'k'^rci}'* 
woollen night-cap; Be i^te ' th^ kt'g*^ ^HiHtfefl"^ 
boots peculiar to seafaring ' mehJ ¥1\b^ 'MA ' ^k 
lighted cigar constantly in '1^ ihbuthj'^iLCi?^ ' 
when he took it; out for'a moment toftri^ke'^ky 
fc* the >ttec5k of a Jditheriieovered br^d^j^iflait; ■ 
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,Tet not witli standing all thisi and althougK the 
pight was by no means cold for the suason, this 
, solitary ptirBonage was observt;d by several pas- 
sers by to tremble and shake by fits; and to 
.Bome half dozen friendly " how do you do'sf" 
^he only replied by a chattering of the teeth, and 
,a half-choked articulation, which belied the 
" very well, thank ye," that he meant to utter. 

The man was Captain BloufTe, and the cause 
of his agitation was fear. 

I, I have passed otct, without an attempt at 
describing it, the torturing day he passed, 
because it was indescribable ; and I only glance 
at his night terrors, because they form a ne- 
^^essary part and pordon of the horrors of my 
story. BloufTe paced up and down the sbing- 
,]y strand, looking westward in vain, for cou- 
, rage from the blustering tide that sent its ram- 
.,pant waves high up the mound. He thought 
^.tjbat the ghost of Cardinal Hichelieu was abroad, 
^jHid sporting over this huge mtHiument of his 
I LK^'^''^^' ^^ '^^^^ turned his eyes despairingly 
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'tbwar'ds the east, lo see what inspiration might 

'-be gathered from the moon, just then rising. 

"Ift! was in its third quarter, ghastly to look at 

■^IHld mishapen withal, oblong and awkward, 

giving the figure of an ill cut cheese, of a dusky 

pale complexion — and it seemed to flounder 

(the wrong side uj)permost) in a sea of mist 

and murkiness, like a porpoise rolling over a 

Bandy sboal. 

" Worse and worse !" tliought Captain 
BIoufFe, "every thing is disheartening and 
ominous i What is to be done ?" His cogita- 
tions resolved themselves at length into the ^- 
firmative of his mshes, triumphing over the 
fears which put a strong negative upon every 
proposition for courageous exertion. But he 
struck a long and well considered account 
between the risk and the reward of what lie was 
about to undertake; and after all, it was not 
Wonderful that the comely widow and her 
'■heavy pockets, should have weighed down her 
".^e of the balance, and made the Himsy and 
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Tapoury spectre finally kick the beam. It was 
jmiliably the last quaffed mouthful of brandy 
that produced this effect. Blouffe turned briskly 
towards the place of rendezvous; but as he 

' put the empty flask into the side pocket of his 
cloak, he could not help casting a wistful look at 
kis own little cutter, dancing lightly on tlie 

F bosom of the waves, and be half wished himself 
once more out at sea, instead of in the liarbour of 
matriraony with the widow Potdeviu. He felt, 
however, too far advanced in the adventure to 
draw back with any chance of preserving his 
character ; and be walked straight into the little 
parlour, where the party was i-eally assembled, 
with as bold an air as he could muster for the 
occasion. 

The arrangemeuta for the night's proceedings 
were, after some deliberation, finally settled. 

I Blpuffe declared point blank that he would not 

' watch in the green chamber, and he defended 
this resolution plausibly enough, by reasoning 
on the greater chances of entrapping the invader 





bj luring him farther into the bowels of the 
house, and thus letting the burglary be more 
thoroughly effected. As he was the most pro- 
minent actor for that night, he assumed all the 
importance of his brief authority, and he traced 
the order of the operations, with as much pom- 
[wus solemnity as if he had been a corporation 
magistrate fixing the order of a procession. 

The widow, with her handmaid Marguerite 
and her two faithful friends, were committed to ' 
the quiet concealment of her own bed-chamber, 
with positive directions to all four to hold their 
tongues as inactive as possible, that by their 
self-violence in keeping silent for awhile no sufr". 
picion might be entertained by the intruderj'* 
should he project another attempt on the preJ '' 
mises that night. Belpeche (the strong wealc- 
nesa of whose timidity was overcome by the 
more powerful curiosity of seeing the result of 
his rival's adventure,) and Paul Ricochet, who 
Ctthnly submitted to Blouffe's directions, were 
stationed well armed in tlie passage leading 





directty from the porfe-cocfiire to" the kitchen, 
the door of which was to be kept carefully shut 
But previously to the diiferent parties taking 
possession of their posts in accordanoe witii thi» 
distribution, the Captain himself entered into 
the full occupation of his — which was no other 
than within the body of the tali clook-case, 
through the oval window of whi«h he could 
command an ample view of alt that took place 
in the kitchen, and where he felt himself per- 
fectly secure from all euspicion on the part of 
the expected interloper, even supposmg, accord- 
ing to Belp^che's hypothesis, that it wag no 
ghost but an aecomplice of Ricochet. This 
allotment of positions, and his own in particular, 
was the grand secret which the Captain hiid 
carefiilly kept to himself; and thus placed, he 

I felt a momentai-y satisfaction which he little 
expected to have enjoyed on this perilous otca- 
^cm: Having made up his courage to the 
ctitking place, he squeezed himself into' tlie 
cloc^^-case, and with some difficulty, notwitb- 
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standing his having thrown off the inciimbrance 
of his cloak and jacket ; and he lovingly hugged 
his cutlass in his arms, and held his pistol ready 
cocked in his hand, to fire right through at the 
very first symptoms of the midnight visitant. 

Having received the farewell of his friends, 
the door was shut upon him, and he was 
aolemnly jammed in with feelings of intense 
agony little iess than might he supposed to seize 
on a vow-breaking nun, built up in her niche 
of punishment. His dusky face looked awfully 
ill through the glass window of the clock-case ; 
and the ghastly dial-plate seemed to grin with 
satisfaction at having acquired so fitting a com- 
panion. 

' It now wanted a quarter of an hour to twelve, 
The associates retired to their quarters — and 
BloutTe was " left alone with his glory." 

. Hicochet dapped his ear occasionally to the 
kitchen door, but heard only the awful ticking 
of tlie clock and the deep breathing of the cap- 
tain* with afl ^tempt at a ccJIoquial kin^i-t^, 
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cough DOW and then, to keep his heart up. j^ 
quarter of an hour of fearful expectation p^^s^ 
over — and then the solemn burring of the strik- 
ing-chain slowly announced the elevation of the 
hammer which was to sound the peal of mid- 
night upon tlie hell of the clock. Down it 
came — twelve terrihle strokes, every one of 
which tingled through and through the imj»i- 
soned Bloufle. The echo of the last stroke died . 
away — and its faithful response, a deep and 
hollow groan, was immediately lieard to pro-i 
ceed from ihe grren-chamber. Ricochet gtaspt^ 
his weapon firmly — Belpcche's had nearly ^leo 
through his trembling fingers. Both listened 
with acute attention, and they thought they 
heard a gurgling murmur from the Captain's 
thrpat. while the clock-case sounded in tremu- 
lous vibration, as if its tenant shook in every 
joint Then, again all was hushed. laai^io- 
stant more a cautious footstep was heard, de- 
scending the stairs and pacing the kitchen. 
Kicochel's fpelings, were w^uijd tightly, up i, . 
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BelpEche's slipped loosely down. BotTi BtooiT 
and eagerly listened for BloufTe's assault, readj 
to run, the one in upon the ghost, and the other 
out into the street. But no assault was sounded 
— no alarm made — and in a minute or two th^ 
retiring footsteps came lightly upon the listeners* 
ears—and then all was still. 

Paul Ricochet could stand this no longer. 
He opened the kitchen-door, and fiercely rushed 
in ; but no enemy, bodily or spiritual, was there. 
Tile viands which were laid as a lure upon the 
table had disappenred, but every tiling else . 
looked in statu quo. A sudden misgiving shot 
through him as to the safety of Captain BIoufFe, 
and he thought it possible, after aU, that some 
foul fiend had visited the place, and carried away 
the unhappy smuggler in his retreat. He 
quickly opened the door of the clock-case, and 
was nearly as much shocked as if Blouffe had 
not been there, by his body falling out against 
him, stiff, motionless, and, as he thought, dead ; 
while the pstol and cutlass dropped clattering 





on the floor. Nothing could be more gliksuy 
than the Captain's whitej-brown face cdntra^ed 
with the dazzling scarlet of his wobTIetl'^ajJ; 
and as Paul dragged him towards the fiiffe-plaift 
where the night lamp stood, his long boots dime 
half off his legs and trailed after him, jgiVitt^tD 
his figure a most unnatural, or at best, ainost 
corpse-like appearance of stiff and outstretched 
length. 

" Monsieur Belpoche, Monsieur Belpedic '. 
come here for God's sake !*' cried Paul, while 
he almost strangled Blouffe in attempting" to 
untie the double knot of his black neck 'hand- 
kerchief. 

"I am here!" answered Belpochc, from the 
gate, which he was vainly endeavouring to cirag 
open, it having been cautiously bolted and 
locked by Paul and Marguerite. 

" A jug of water, a, jug of water !* ci4ed 
Paul; and no sooner had he said the word,ihaii 
a very large jug full of the pure elemeilf'Wlia 
fiung in the captain's face by the liberal hand 
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^^ Marguerite, who had jrusbed dowri . stairs, 

.^^Jth^ ^^arm w^s sounded by Paul, This.pro- 
,^^ aj^jutip^ made Blouffe start suddenly into 
J^e: aiid^ Marguerite seeing that he did live, 
^ijLi^;^!^, all her readii^ess of thought to the pr^- 
^y^ijLtipn of. the disclosures which Belpeche was 
^ t^e,^int of proclaiming. She ran quickly 
to the gate, and seizing him by the powdered 
tail, ^he.led him backwards into the l^itchen, 
despite his screaming and struggling; and he 

/ijra^ Y^ith considerable difficulty at length con- 
|rinced that it was under the hands of Margue- 
rite that he suffered this infliction, and that he 

,^^as ojOjCe again in the midst of his coadjutors 

^^d allies. . 

} Blouffe, after ^ few minutes, recovered his 
recollection, and with it a portion of his wonted 

j^pudence. Seeing himself to be safe and sound, 

,h!^; scouted all notion of fear — swore that he had 

^pnly.£a,UeQ asleep— aijd that .he dreamt he had 

hi":...'. ' - ,. ' ;.' ... ..-.,• . .. .: 
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seen the deviL More be could not tell ; and 
thus finished the second nigbt^swatching^ leating 
the affair still more per^dexed and inezj^kabie 
than ever. 



(NUfitire: fi VM ¥E£t1mliist. ^jt^l 
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CHAPTER VI. 



The whole matter began now, however, to 
wear an extremely serious aspect. Whatever 
had been comical in the mishaps of the widow^s 
two discomfited lovers was to be the last of that 
species of interest in this strange afi^. The 
mjBtery was, in another trial, destined to be 
solved ; and, as my readers have* I am sure, 
wished if not anticipated, it was fated that Paul 
Bicochet was to have the honour of bringing to 
light as much of the secret as ever could be dis- 
covered. 

The thousand tongues of rumour had been 
during the days last described extremely busy in 
La Rochelle. They had insinuated themselves 

VOL* II. M 
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intothe mouths of all ihe babblers whose palates 
have a natural instinct to be bo furnished, AH 
other topics of scandalous report were for the 
time abandoned, and the strange secrecy that 
hung over the Widow Fotdevin'a dwelling was 
the theme of general surmise. All the little 
faction of disappointed suitors before mentioned 
were the busiest in the high wind of calumpy 
and exaggeration, which now blew from all 
quarters, and in which the devil himself might 
have been proud to ride. The discharged hostler 
and the discarded tinman were the most dan- 
gerous slanderers of the fair fame of the respec- 
itive objects of their former regard ; for, added 
to the sourness of feeling which had turned all 
tlie milkiness of their nature to curds, they 
carried the authority which vested in them a> 

, the nearest neighbours to the scene of acUpn. 
The gossips were all abroad, and the open- 
mouthed swallowers of evil report had their 

'1" ' . ,. , , . 

uipetites EuppUed to repleDon. 

As the whole town was in a tumult of agita- 
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tion, It wais impossible tliat the minions of autho- 
rity could remain ignorant of what everybody 
knew, or pretended to know ; and the conse- 
quence was a formal visitation to our inn by a 
whole posse of public officers, registers, and 
otiier official busy-bodies, the morning after 
Captain Blouffe's adventure in the clock-case. 
The widow and her three lovers, with Margue- 
rite and the two assistant neighbours, whose 
natural propensity for tittle-tattle had been the 
chief means of propagating the rumours of the 
day, were all examined, and their testimony 
taken down in due form ; and the investigation, 
in short, carried to the utmost lengths to which 
it was possible to stretch the elastic vagueness of 
conjecture. Had the memorable siege of their 
town been about to be reacted, a more melan- 
choly weight of frowns could not Jiave pressed 
upon the brows of the functionaries, nor a more 
dignified distortion of muscle have screwed up 
each mouth in the due pursiness of place and 
jfiower. A prodigious quantity of equS* was 
u 2 
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expended on the occasion, sufficient t< 

plied the place of brains to half the officitd 

noodles of the land ; and nods and winks i 

exchanged with a profuseness fitting such liberal 

proxies for the ideas they were intended to 

represent. 

The depositions duly authenticated, and the 
magisterial mind made up, it was decided that 
Paul Ricochet was to have his fair chance of 
catching the ghost, and clearing up his own cha- 
racter, which was perseveringly assailed by the 
inuendos of Belpeche, all of which found a very 
ready recipient in the jaundiced and jealous 
mind of Bloufie, whence they issued again in 
double distilled asperity. 

When " the authorities" in France lay their 
hsndon(orput their foot in) any piivate spe- 
culation, be it of what nature it may, they are 
•ure never to let go their hold while a remnant 
of the concern hangs together. It was not to 
be expected then that they would even for a 
moment resign the station they had once ai 
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in the domestic difficulties of the widow Pot- 
devin ; and she was therefore by bo means sur- 
prised when she found that a couple of tail, 
booted, end belted Gens-d'armes were billetted 
upon her house, at her cxpence, the only part 
of the nuisance which prevented its being gra- 
tuitous on the part of " the authorities." These 
mixed epitomes of the civil and military power 
took possession of the warmest seats in the 
chimney corner, ordered the best breakfast and 
dinner, and adapted themselves to the most com- 
fortable ways and usages of the house, with a 
phlegmatic condescension that abounds in the 
corps to which they belonged ; but is not ossen- 
tially national in France, for beyond the licensed 
inflictions of the armed police, one does not 
there meet with the cool and matter of-course 
exactions which every Jack-in-office lays on else- 
where. The two Gens-d'armes had received 
public orders to afiord every protection and 
assistance to the widow and her ninid, which 
tbe^jiature of their cases might ret^uire, to aid 
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Paul Ricochet in his efforts at discovering rhe 
'author of the midnight proceedings; and Chefe 
•was, besides, a private article in their Inslrtc- 
Hibna;' which commanded a strict survefUarice 
'over every person, and thing, nnd word,' and 
tictioD, and thought, that might by &iiy posffl- 
Irility come uoder their cognizance. 

The day wore over heavily enou^ to the 
inmates of the house, who felt ill at eAse at the 
kight of the living badges of execntive suspicion 
'iUGxed to it. A numl>er of idle gaping gos- 
^'sjjii'were conatadtly dropping in and out, and 
'eWry thing, in short, wore an air of consider- 
' alile diseoinfort. The widow made it a pcnnt 
'that Paul should remain constantly besade her; 
andBelp^cheand Bloufle voluntarily established 
themselves of the household, and being ren- 
dered extremely valorous by the presence trf the 
■ ' Gens-d'arnies, tliey freely offered to sit up again 
"that niglit, and give their powerful aid in sifting 
' the secret doings towards I lie discovery of which 
' thev had already so much contributed. Paul 
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could not refuae their offer to share his watch, 
without giving a colour to the imputations 
they had set a£oat against him ; so it was 
decided that another well planned schemt? for 
final discovery vas to be that night carried 
into effect, should the creator of their dis- 
quietudes not have taken fright at the dread- 
ful note of preparation so loudly and so publicly 
proclaimed. 

In pursuance of the plan laid down, the 
women retired to their beds early — the lights 
were extinguished — and the five male guardians 
of the premises were tlosely and alently hud- 
dled together, on mattresses spread on the floor 
of the little back parlour, which was concealed 
from the view of the stairs, but so near as to 
allow of a ready seizure of any unwitting inter- 
loper who might venture into its perilous neigh- 
bourhood. At eleven o'clock every man was 
lying in his place — Bloufie the farthest from 
|be door — Ricochet nextto it — and they oncand 
I) counted, with varying pulsatioi), the seconds 
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as they steadily and solemnly struck upcni die 

. kitchen clock and the ear of oight. 
. Time, like an experienced old hack, in his 
usual unaccommodating way, neither advanced 
nor retarded his rate of going one instanL 
Midnight came slowly and surely round, and 
the clock struck loud and stroug, with the 
most impenetrable indiiTerence to the nervoup 
anxieties within its sound. Again its echoes 
expired — and again their faint tone vras taken 
uj) by the low deep groan from the green- 
camber. Again Paul Hicochet inv^un- 
tarily closed his hand tight upon his sword, and 
again did Belpeche and BloufFe shake and shiver 
in the cold sweat of trepidation. The Grens- 
d'omies took the whole business very quietly, 
and held their carbines cocked and bayonets 
fixed ready for whatever result might liappen. 
A few repetitions of the groans were duly^ 

I uttered — and then the cautious tread of, tbe 
former night was heard, pat, pat, pal, along the 

L corridor above. Thefootstcps gently approached . 
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the stairg, and presently the creaking of the old 
wood announced the descent of a foot upon the 
upper step. Another, and another, and another ! 
And now Paul Ricochet rose slowly on one 
knee, with as much deliberation as though he 
feared the internal machbery of nerve and 
anew might be heard on their muscular hinges. 
Advancing his sword arm cautiously out, he 
only waited the arrival of the mysterious 
vi^tant at the very foot of the stairs tu spring 
upon it, be it man or demon j and in a minute 
more he would no doubt have effected that grand 
purpose, had not a violent increase of bodily 
agitation on the part of either Blouffe or 
Belpeche, or both, set into motion the whole 
parade of glass and crockery on the table 
beside them. The rattling noise which this 
occasioned receiveJ a considerable addition 
from the reciprocally reproachful, "Hush!" 
and "Silence!" and "Be quiet!" and "Rest 
tranquil !" bandied backwards and forward* 
between the causes of the disturbance. Rico- 
M 3 
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chet listened keenly — and watched for th^ tf^ 
scending foot, but in vain. 'A "paiisd df *k 
moment or two was 'succeeded by'a* ra^ffifjr 
retreating step up stiairs ; and wKen' i{*aul WsKefl 
out from his concealment, with a lamp' in dtie 
hand and his sword in the other, he only* dku^i 
a ghmpse of a tall figure in. the act of gain- 
ing the very top of the flight. IJp he spi^^tig, 
and away it fled. The Gens-d'arraes folloVecl 
dlattering after, and Blouflb and BelpSche, 
afraid to be left alone, brought up the rear wifli 
all possible diligence. 

The figure rushed quickly along the corridor, 
but Paul was gaining on it fast when it reached 
the door of the green-chamber. There it en- 
tered, and as Paul pursued, he heard the door 
bolted on the inside. He put his foot first and 
next his shoulder to this obstacle. It resisted 
the one efibrt, but gave way to the other, when 
Paul in the over violence of his exertions came 

• • • : > 

sprawling into the middle of the room, his lamp 
*■>■.' 
tumbling out of his hand and instantly ex- 
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tiQg^i^bed« At the siame mpment the opposite 
4oar was Q^os^d, and the key turqed on the 
ot\ief;^s\de by the escaping figure. To force this 
was the work of some minutes, for it .opened on 
the inside ; but Paul, as soon as he got on his 
legs (the* Gens-d'armes affording a light, pro- 
cured from Madame Potdevin's lamp) worked 
hard with the tongs until he effected his object. 
The door once opened, up-stairs and down-stairs 
the searchers laboured— but all in vain. Nothing 
inras to be found. 

Convinced that in the garrets above no living 
thing was lurking, and joined by the enervated' 
reinforcement of Belpfeche, Blouffe, and the 
women, who would none of them remain within, 
the party proceeded forthwith into the stable- 
yard, and there every nook was once more tried 
with the same result as before. 

But the search was not now to be abandoned 

•■' • . ,'■ ■.,' 

yrhile one possible, hiding place remained qn- 

poked into. To the stable, therefore, they 

■ " fc 
proceeded, and rack and manger, and even the 




SEEING IS NOT HELIETIKG. 



bediiing of the two old horses, thereon quietly 
reposing, were turned over and examined with a 

I scrupulousness worthy of the tmlitary policK. 

^ FThc lofts alone remained uitcxpkved. Paul 
snd tlie ofiidal examiners soon mounted there, 
and with great assiduity they all three oon* 
menced stabbing into the several heaps of hay 
•nd straw with which the place was tilled. 
They each took a different compartnieat, but 
00 groan nor other acknowledgment of injury 
replied to the scrutiny of their weapons. In 
atber despair of success, yet convinced that the 
object of their search lay somewhere cunningly 
concealed, they descended ; and they were 
aii proceeding with most discontented mur. 
murings to the house, when Paul Ricochet 
suddenly stopped, and loot'd, with a mixture 
of surprise, satisfaction, and horror, at the 
bayonet of one of the Gens^'armes, which 
glittered in the moon-light, as he paced on- 
wards. Drops of bluod were trickling 
the blad«. 
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Paul colled the attentioti of his comrades to 
this ensanguined proof that their scrutiny 
had reached some vicum. The liearts of the dis- 
appointed Grens-d'armes revived — Blouffe's did 
not revolt from the sight of blood— but those of 
Belpeclie, the widow, and Marguerite sunk 
within them, Belpeche felt a sudden funtness 
oDce more steal over him, and he was obliged 
to lean against the pump for support, while 
Marguerite drew freely on its resources to 
re^-aninrnte his failing spirits. Blouffe and the 
widow stood by to help in his recovery, while 
the three more gallant spirits returned to the 
■tabic loft, and recommenced their search. 

They carefully turned over the bundles of 
hay in the direction where the blood-stained 
bayonet had pierced before; and in a few 
minutes they did indeed discover the victim of 
its too successful search. 

The unfortunate being now dragged forth 
unresi sting] Vt presented a melancholy spectacle 
to the eyes of Paul, and even the hardened 
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bosoms of the Gens-d^armes felt aitlirob ofjatj^ 
when, they beheld. the ./object b^fpic^ tbem* It^ 
.was the. ideptical ; figure that > had. - fied j fr^m 
Paul's pursuit^-^a maD) teJly oid, i.^sna^iaifi^ 
whose strength must. have .been quite. exJhaustedi 
10 his ^ort to escape^', and the last dr^uxung&Aif 
whose hear f s blood > seemed ooaing fi^om i}m 
deadly wound gaping in . his side. His >beaii 
was bald, with the exception of some loose gtey 
locks flowing at the back, and sides; bis. beai^ 
was gmzly and .matted, and concealed: th^ 
natural ex(»res&ion of his gasping mouth.. His 
other features were finely formed, the foreiiead 
high, broad, and prominent, announcing . both 
talent and energy of mind. His dark eyes 
were strained wide with agony, but still displayed 
a bright and bold expression. His nose . was 
aquiline, and the forward chin was in unison 
with the determined cast wbi^b marked the 
whole physiognomy. His dress w;as ragged 
fod filthy, denoting long neglect and confine 
m^nt to the place where he was now discover^. 



A ltk)ale cdat hung upofi' hiim^agte form, whk^ 
hid eVldfetitlj* pined aWdy fnto ^te nsatttt^Hy Mi 
aSd ^l««^Ul striict'ure: His hattds wer6 \tfdt 
sha^dv *ted fcbre evidence that thfejr ta^tef }muI* 
b^eh' U^ed for ignoble pui-jioses. l-hei^ whole 
stpfxiatknee indicated, ' iii fact^ a wreck of dignlQr 
asd grade, manly > beauty 'and commandiiig 
piwf^r.' ■'■ '' '''■" ■' '. - ■. • 

While Ricochet andthe^ens-d'airmes, inthenr 
hurried and cursory observations, saw enough of 
afll this to fill thetti with involuntary awe, the 
hkpless object of their astonishment was bleeding 
tepidly to death. 

* Paul, Hvhose ready head came al ways to- th^ 
aid of a warm heart, proposed an immediate 
rfemcval of the apparently expiring man to thic 
shelter of the house/ The Gens-d*armes were 
Ubt so prompt in taking this view of the case^ 
for they doubted whether it was in accordant^ 
with the criminal law to remove a culprit from 
the place where he met his death without proper 
authority, under the hand of the civil magistrate* 
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To these objections, Paul briefly remarked, thst, 
in the first place, the gentleman (be could not 
help according this title to him) was not dead; 
and next tliat, even if he were, no proof existed 
of his being a culprit ; but that, on the cootraiy, 
they themselvesmight each just then bestandni^ 
in that capacity, for having (even accidentally) 
inflicted a mortal wound upon a possibly inno- 
cent and unoffending citizen. 

At this well put and tbrcibJe argument (which 
the men it was put to, instantly achnow- 
ledgcd and acted on), the prisoner raised his 
eyes, a faint smile played on his features, and 
he made an approving motion of the head. 
And that was the last proof he would consent, 
or condescend, to give of any understanding 
with those who came near him. 

In a little while he was carried safely, though ■ 
with great difficulty, down from the loft into tb* ' 
yard. The night air seemed for a itioment to 
refresh him. At sight of his helpless form, all 
Captain Blouffe's small etock of courage revived. 
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and his natural brutality burst forth. He was 
with difficulty prevented by Paul from plunging 
his cutlass into the dying man '. Belpeche 
■liewed bis manly weakness, by weejnng hya- 
tedcally over the sad object. The widow, Mar- 
guerite, and the female friends displayed all the 
sympathy with iufiering so natural to tlie sex. 
They brought water and vtiue more quickly 
than the supporters of the body could reach 
the liouse, and they made kind but unavail- 
ing efforts to offer these simple and ready means 
of relief, which were obstinately rejected by the 
being before them, who seemed resolved to die. 

The widow's heart, rather than her huma^ 
nity, began to fail ber as they entered the 
house. 

" Must the poor creature be brought in here,- 
Paul.''" asked she, in a hesitating tone, as if half 
aslianied of the appearance of cruelty implied in 
the doubt. . V 

" To be siue he must," quickly replied Pau^i 

nhat else could be done with him ?" 




I " Curse the fellow," cried Biouffe, " let him 
lie and die in the cow-Uoiise, or the stable— too 
good a fate for such a scoundrel." 

" Come, come, my brave captain," retorted 
Paul, " none of your ferodty now. I wili 
protect this dying man while a gasp ;of lifp 
xemaius in liim — and if yoii disturb his last 
Bioments by your brutahty, you shall answer 
&r it to me at the very point of that cutlass. 
In what room shall we place the gentleman F" 
^ntinued Paul, in a decided tone. 

" Where so properly," said Marguerite, " as 
in the green chamber ?" 

f Yes, where he coiamitted"— — Bioufie was 
, adding in a somewhat subdued, but sliU brutal 
tone, when the stem countenance of the dying 
stranger caught his eye, and he turned away 
abashed, without power to finish his abu^ye 
isentence' 

All seemed agreed in the correctness of Mat- 
guerite's suggestion, and the widow did ,not 
lOppose an arrangement which conSiied the ob- 



iidxiGlus necessity lo a room alr^ady'cbndemned 
t6^'dekdly s!!rsipi<3ion; ainfd so refndferecl, itf facrtj 
useless. To the green diainbef, 'theiri^fe,' ^ tlW 
i^^tjy proceeded, and in the very bed where 
JPbtdervin had died was the bleeding straii^ 
Wid. He w^ watched dasely by all around hSffi^ 
btit no exjkession of remorse or uni^sih^i 
douded his brow; and if a passing recoHectioh 
of giiilt had possession of his mind, his count^- 
naiiee at least did not betray it. "^ 

Paul Ricochet'^s first feeling, then, was to rtiii 
in search of a surgeon, and he promptly pro- 
ceeded on the errand ; while <Mie of the GeiiS- 
ti*armes, with practised precaution, hastei^ed to 
e^atnine the place where the stranger had'beeto 
hidden, the other remaining to watch the safety 
of the body. Marguarite with infinite readiness 
staid close by the bed side; forgetful of all fdrm^rtr 
fears, applying such common and inefficiettt 
styptics as the house could kSbrd. 
• Bdpeche sat below at the kitchen fire with 'the 
Widow, who had also the company of efne M 
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her female neighbours ; the other, as they took 
the duty alternately, ^ving aid to Marguente 
in her attendance above stairs. Blduffe perceiv- 
ing how ill-received had been his cruel speeches 
about the wounded sufferer, sneaked off some- 
what out of temper with himself, but still more 
BO with all the rest of the world, like all men 
conscious of their own worthlessness ; and be 
was soon stretched in his hammock in the cabin 
of hiscuLter, fancying that he despised everybody 
out of it, because he knew himself to be deserv- 
ing of their contempt. 

Paul soon returned to the inn with a surgeon, 
who did not hesitate a moment to pronounce the 
stranger irrecoverably hurt, and fast approach- 
ing to his end. Attliis professional confirmation 
of their own conjectures, the Gens-d'armes agreed 
that not a moment was to be lost in informing 
the authorities of what iiad passed, in order that 
official cognizance might be taken on the spot 
of all that might elucidate the mysterious trans- 
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Drow^ly alive to the summons which called 
tliem to the discharge of their awful duty, the 
authorities, or that part of them whose office it 
was on such occasions to represent the whole, 
were assembled after an hour or two, yawning 
and rubbing their eyes, to take in the evidence 
of the green-chamber. Several of these per- 
sons, with the callous abruptness of public 
ufHcers in general, entered into a personal ex- 
amination of the dying man ; and true to the 
system of French law, they began a string of 
interrogatories, every one of which tended to 
lead to the Belf-criminatton of the subject of 
their inquiries. Murder, robbery, and a long,-, 
black catalogue of crimes might have been estihri. 
blished against the accused, had not the cleaB,.: 
lamp of intellect burned brightly to the last, aad ii 
either instinct or information as to the nature of ; i 
his examiners determined h'ma to persevere in,;i 
utter silence. The rack not heingyet revived^iio 
they had no chance of forcing a reply ; an^i,^ 
therefore all their questions as to name hirt^-,^ 
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location, occupation, and thu long train of usual 
l^tceteras, stood opposed in the official paprr tu 
jto many blanks. 

One of tbe functionaries, doubting the po};si- 
bility of such obstinate contempt of himself and 
his august associates in any being Qot actually 
deprived of liis menial faculties, suggested tbe 
likelihood of the stranger being a fweigner, and 
ignorant of the French language. Tins spa- 
cious supposition met with conaderable appro- 
bation ; and as no one of the assembly was ain- 
,Versant with any other than his vernacular tongue, 
messengers were despatched in several directions, 
with strict mandates to various residents or 
sojourners in the town, of different nations, to 
repair forthwith to the scene of this sad inquiry . 
In consequence of the sutnmonB several per- 
sons attended, and the most haras^ng aiul 
assiduous efibrts were made, in four or fi¥e 
different languages, to draw some reply from 
,Uie ;espiring man. He stared at each new 
catecliist, and preserved a determined ulMMe 
throughout. 
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All eflforts at discovering his nation, name, 
or quality being thns baffled, but one grand 
means remained to acquire that something in 
the way of information — that little ^eg, if 1 may 
use the homely phrase, on which official inge- 
nuity might hang the robes of mock reality in 
iiliicii it too often disguises its most purely 
imaginary /flc/a. That rarely-failing engine for 
extracting some aeknowleclgment, some doubt, 
or fear from the weakness of a death-bed was — 
religion. The priest was accordingly summoned, 
and he duly came, preceded by the imposing 
mummeries which degrade the beautiful doctrine 
they are impiously attached to, and obscure the 
minds it was meant to enlighten. 

I will not dwell on the solemn mockery of 
holiness displayed by the bed-side of the fast 
tjtpiring stranger. The Cure played his part — 
he exhortetl, persuaded, threatened ; called on 
the expiring sufferer to give one token of the 
faith— one acknowledgment, one hint of his 
' belief. Heaven was held up for an instant in 
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laint pcrspectiTe—and hell, the move poweifuj 
stimulus to a mind of weakness, woa begiaDiDg 
to glow fiercely in the lurid eloquence of the 
priest, wlien the wearied sufferer turned hta head 
aside. He made no sign — but he was dead ! 

A burst of astonished consternation rao 
through the bystanders when the surgeon an- 
nounced the fact. Compassion had now room 
to flow freely, from hearte which had been tlU 
then bound up in official insensibility, like 
animals that retain the vital spark, within the 
air-excluding covering of wood or marble. 
Several could scarcely believe that the spirit ww 
gone— for added to the innate incredulity with 
which men always witness the first touch of 
death, there was something so calm, so silent, 
■o unsiruggling in this instance of it, that it 
appeared impossible : and the little of mental 
weakness or suffering evinced by the mysterious 
subject himself, gave rise to many a. wild con- 
jecture as to who and what he was. But o£ 
I this Jke^^ter. 
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Fast following the stream of pity came the 
freezing breath of selfishness, that iinamiable 
but almost necessary instinct of imperfect man. 
All present soon turned their quick exchange 
of giances in upon themselves, and each asked 
how he might bo affected by the event. The 
magistrates were one and all struck with the 
e»r of blame and punishment, which they 
might well expect from the government for per- 
mitting, at such a period of political excitement, 
a stranger such as this to have been secreted in 
the town. The nnderlings present feh a deep 
sympathy in their employer's apprehensions, and 
much ajiticipation of regret for their possible 
removal from office— for they well knew their 
own would follow it. The doctor and the priest 
dreaded iheirsbare of reproach, the one for having 
suffered the dissolution of a body, and the other 
the escape of a soul. They were both aware 
that despotism is not over nice in its distinctions 
between right and wrong. And thus the elec- 
trical chain of self-interest was touched, 




tbe shock vibra.ted bx odcc ihrough every bosom 
which its links kept together. 

The natural result of this common feeling 
(vas simultaneous efforts to discover some clue 
to the mystery before them ; and in the failure 
of success, to frame the best possible excuses 
for their want of information. It will not be 
expected that I should enter into the minute 
description of the various kinds of dirty work 
employed on this occasion. Bribes and threats, 
spies and informers, and all the long train of 
device and subterfuge well known to the police, 
■were put immediately into active service and 
remained long employed. But all to do pur- 
pose. Not a single trace of any kind could be 
discovered to lead to the knowledge of who this 
mysterious being was, where he came from, or 
why he was found in the place where he met 
his death. It appeared, that he must most in- 
dustriously have destroyed any papers or other 
i of betrayal. Nothing came to light in 
his miserable retreat, but the close-gnawed 
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remnant of bones and crusts of bread, giving 
the most degrading feeling of the fate of one 
undoubtedly suited to the nobler purposes of 
life. Several plausible conjectures were soon 
afloat — many monstrous suppositions got quickly 
abroad ; but before I touch on either, I will 
close this long chapter, and allow the reader 
interested in its details to form his own opinions 
upon them. 
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CHAPTEE VII. ,, , . 

■ < ■ - ■ • " ' ^ r 

Pasbikg over many of limSe ^ifppoi^ioi^ 
"wfiich the nature of ^ partkular oureumsUiQQes 
atid the then fdtuatioQ of die country gavex^fe 
i6i I will state but one, the most canaistent with 
prbbabiHtj, and which obtained general credence 
s<m6ng the be^t informed and most rational of 
the ihhabitantB of La Rochelle. It was, that 
the unknown was one of the severid persons of 
dil^lnction implicated in the plot which origi- 
ilated ^* The Infernal Machine;'^ and that on 
th^ feiitir^ of that diaboHcal conspiracy i be had 
fled from Paris, and secre ly taken refuge with 
Potd^viii, whb there was strong reascm. to sus- 
pect had some connection with the political 
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intrigues then going forward. The sudden 
death of the inn-keeper, which the most minute 
rectmai deration of the circumstances, left no 
doubt of being produced by the natural cause 
originally assigned, had in all likelihood thrown 
the concealed stranger into the utmost want of 
the very means of suhsistence; and it was pro- 
bably while waiting the expected aiTiva! of some 
accomplice in his and Potdevin's doings, that he 
was forced to have recourse to the stratagems 
already detailed, for terrifying the widow from 
opposing his midnight depredations. The ways 
of the house must have been familiar to him ; 
and it will be recollected that some person was 
often over-heard by Madame Potdeviii in night 
conferences with her husband, immediately 
before the period of his death. Such was the 
least complicated, and most rational reasoning 
on this strange subject; ond to the conclusions 
it led I have no hesitation in subscribing my 
opinion. 

But there were many who could by no meanf 



tofitefat tti ¥e6eive'!ikd fact, fStteH k 'vcft-y &ii»)plle 
tiucftladm as Ihisl Th^ l6ve <j( the ^^tttrveUdtis 
still' exists tftrbng enough ' io ' tnake - the' vulgiur 
jire^ a : itty^sterious siiippb^tion to a ^am'ie- 
dftal. ' To such it was iti vain to apply the ttifh- 
ittbn' atigtimeifts of reason. They w^e liiAen^ 
tti with imiiatieifice' lr)r the moany <^ the dass 
immediatety ifiVidved in Madshne Potde^h's 
adventures, and even by the few with con- 
siderable reluctance-^and they tnade m> im- 
pressdon on the credulous mass that loved ^a 
-tale of terror. By them, then^ it wIbrs decided, 
irrevocably too, that poor Potdevin inw mur- 
dered, that the- stranger was his murderer, that 
the measure of his punishment was filled, not 
merely in his own violent death, but in the cir- 
cumstance of his expiring in the very bed where 
ne had strimgled his unfortunate vicitim— and 
fihaBy, that the inn would be haunted by his 
most uneasy ghost for ever arid evfet*. But oth^fg 
went even farrthet than this, and profibtinced it 
as their distinct 'belief that no being; tnerely 
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H^Q^tftlyCOiild hiiye sfocceeded. so completely to, 
/llAye ;bftffled; th« scrutiny of the police, which 
/Ijtfas mMtheir,,noti(Ni almost omniscient. They 
4he]?0fore concluded,, tha.^ some fiend in human 
^m had been for awhile let loose, and ^ad com> 
nienced Ms spprt in the purlieus of the inn, and 
^they stoutly maintained that there was something 
i^ his bold death^daring demeanour which by 
no means guaranteed the town from his very 
4^peedy rie-appearance. Had the taste for vam- 
pires, in all their horrors, been at that period 
revived, the good people of La Rochelle would 
no doubt have placed the mysterious stranger 
among that amiable and blood sucking race. 

Altogether, a bad name was firmly fixed upon 
t^e inn, and that even before the unfortunate 
stranger was removed from it to the grave, 
where the worms below were not more busy at 
Ijjs body, than the reptiles above at his repu^- 
tipn. As soon as he was buried. And. th|i^,^n 
utter hopelessi;ie^s was ^^tabUshqd pf gating 
fpy posthmpou^ proof of Jhi^ identity, a rjegular 




Kes verbai was dressed (dresse) in i 
becoming suit of masquerade costume, and tn 
milled to the Grand De]M)t of in an u fact u red 
humbugs at the Police generale of Paris. Ghil 
of giving proofs of the authenticity of my rt- 
citals, where records exist, and are within my 
reach, I will subjoin here a copy, and a trans- 
lation of the official documents relating to this 
subject. I procured them with some difficuUy 
through the intervention of a friend ; and they 
may perhaps possess some little interest, as a 
model of ihe way " they do these things in 
France," independently of any which attache to 
iheni from their local connection with the tran»< 
action I have related. 

As I could not, consistently, with proper 
respect to the majesty of these state papers, 
intrude a less digniGed subject into the same 
chapter with them, I will return, in another, 
to the topic of the widow Potdevin's amorous, 
designs, and shew as a moral how true lovers 
were, as they ought always to be, made happy. 





I VKBY much regret being, after all, unable lo redeem 
the foregoing pledge; and am forced to let thit inability 
belie the asaerlion which stands above recorded, that 1 had 
procured the documents in question. Tbe feet was, I had 
only obtained the promise oi Ihera; but that so positiie 
on the part of ray ftiend, that we were both quite certain 
of its performance. But if the reader knew the difficuliy 
of extracting any thing of this kind from the provincial 
archives of Fnince, be would, I am sure, grant a full 
pardon for ray failure. It is scarcely to be believed what 
trouble was taken in the present instance, to get a copy 
of the papers relative to " le rtvenant de la Rochelle," as 
my myaterious stranger is still called in the scene of his 
fatal adventure. Heaps of olficial rubbish have been de- 
stroyed since the epoch of my story ; quantities had been 
transferred to Paris, and still more to Sainte!, another 
departemental depflt for such records. Enough, however, 
remained to give my friend incalculable trouble; but all his 
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researches have ended in disappointment ; and we cannot 
resist the suspicion that some important secret did really 
lurk in the pages of the Froces Verbal, which wa» the 
cause of its being withheld, if not altogether suppressed. 
But it is perhaps of no consequence. The production of 
those guarantees for the authenticity of my story would 
have been certainly material, for my own satisfaction j but 
my readers will probably, even without such testimony, 
give the same degree of credit to the accuracy of the facts 
here recorded, as my other recitals have aheady succeeded 
in obtaining. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



From the memorable night on which the 
stranger died, Paul Ricochet, at the positive 
request of Madame Potdevin, regularly took 
up his residence, bed and board, at the inn. 
This became now a point of actual necessity 
for the tranquillity of the widow's mind, and 
of Marguerite's also, for though all apprehen- 
sion of downright danger was removed, still the 
terror excited by the eventful and mysterious 
occurrence preyed with real severity upon them. 
A thousand advantages might have been taken 
of the dubious character now attached by 
common consent to the house (and which the 
malignant, the envious, and the idle, are always 




frone to seize on) had not the sturdy protection 
of such a man as Paul been at luitid. But^ 
with him, as the avowed champion of the 
widow's reputation, and the received caudidAtc 
for a still more iegitiuutte responsibility) the 
tongues of the most talkative gradually became 
dumb, and the old fretiuenlers of the liouse 
came back by defj^rees to give it their couQ•^ 
tenance again. The kitchen soon resumed ita 
wonted appearance of carousing and jollity, 
the widow recovered her good looks, and Matv 
guerite^s smile wore even more than its usual 
vivacity. 

Paul Ricochet had been the aclual and un- 
doubted means of developing the secret, on the 
discovery of which depended the widow's gener- 
ous reward of ten thousand francs, a sum that 
would have been extravagant had it not b^n 
for the additional clause which proved that she 
meant herself to accompany the gift. The 
Hldow never for tme moment doubted that if the 
secret were to be discovered at all, Paul Ric 
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diet was the man to discorer it. ShekneW that 
the amiable weakness of Belp_^che, ami the 
swaggering poltroonery of Bloiiffe, were c|uite 
incompetent to the performance of any such feat, 
and it was even whispered that at the time she 
held out the liberal inducement to exertion, she 
had been in some measure infected with the sus- 
picions of Paul's rivals, and that she was more 
pleased than angry at the notion of Am having 
played off the trick from his over ardour to 
secure what she felt convinced was the greftt 
object of his hopes, herself. She therefore, the 
very day after the tragical event wiiich entitled 
him to his well-earned recompense, made known 
to him her intention immediately' to ratify the 
engagement she had signed at his suggestion; 
and then, being amply convinced that Paul was 
perfectly innocent of all complicity in the mid- 
night alarms, she persuaded herself, with the 
ease of a fond woman, that she should have 
never forgiven such an outrage on his part 
against all delicacy and affection towards her. 
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Either way^ thexeScxe^ Paul Rioocfaet stood 
eecure of the vidow^s r^;aid, and he cxmld not 
help) seeing quite plainly thut :be had only to 
ask the ^^ any other request,^ coupled with ihft 
promised pecuniary reward^ to obtain the utmost 
cbctent of what it was meant to imply. 
V Under these circumstances it' -might have 
been supposed that Paul would at once have 
oome forward with his demand for the widaw^3 
liand, and it was fully looked for by the gossip^ 
ing neighbours all round that the marriage would 
be rushed into without any regard for appear- 
ances, or decent respect to the memory of poor 
Potdevin, whom the same sapient speculators 
without hesitation supposed to be utterly for- 
gotten by wife and friend. But it was not exactly 
ms or at least sufficient of their respective rela- 
tktos to the deceased innkeeper were remembered 
to tell them what was due to a decent r^ard 
to their own reputations and interests. Paul 
declared every where that he had not the least 
notion of marrying the widow, and the widow, 
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half whiiiiperiAg, half titterings talked much cif 
the merits of her defunct spouse, and endea^ 
vbuied to speak bgfatly and slightingly of PauE 
Biit there was an invariable w<eight in her word^ 
(jT (^eir pronunciation, which kept her tongu^ 
dwelling on the latter theme, unlike tlie glib 
and rapid passages of speech which cursorily 
touch upon some object of real indifference; 
The widow, in fact, could no more give weight 
to her affected grief than lightness to her deep 
felt hopes ; but still she saw the absolute necessity 
of showing a fair attention to the obsa*vance6 
of the world, and resolved to let a tolerably 
decent length of time pass over before she even 
acknowledged her intention of marrying again. 

Paul never shewed the least desire to push the 
affair farther than seemed consistent with Ma^ 
dame Potdevin^s inclinations, and she amply felt 
the force of this apparent delicacy towards her. 
He received, in virtue of her engagement, the 
regular transfer of ten thdnsand francs in 
the French funds, a large sum for him to become 
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the posseesor of, but email in companson with 
the widow's wealth ; and those who l(new Paul 
Ricochet's cautious and cdculatiiig character, 
were little surprised at his using no abruptness 
towards her, which might altogether luar hia 
almost present certainty of more than ten times 
the sum he had received. It certainly was not 
probable that the widow would have been much 
alarmed or at all displeased at a bold outbursting 
of Paul's yet unuttered passion; but still, it iraB 
argued, he was not a fellow to trust to probatn- 
Utiea, when it seemed sure that by letting the 
widow's attachment take its own course, she 
would herself bring the point to a conclusion, 
and thus allow him to make whatever tenns he 
chose. But besides the widow's prudential and 
worldly reasons for not indecently hurrying on 
a second union, so fresh upon the shocking 
suddenness of her former husband's death, there 
was an obstacle just then in force, in the interval 
of six weeks before Christmas during which the 
1 Catholic Church prohibits its members 





from contracting marriages. It is to be hoped 
the prieiits keep a sharp look out after the mo- 
rality of their parishioners dtiring the thousands 
of melting tite-a~tites ivhich lake place on the 
chilly evenings of that season. 

During all this period the widow took un- 
ceasing pains to prove to Marguerite, to whom 
she gave her whole confidence, that her interest* 
should not suffer from the change which she 
premeditated in her own situation. She assured 
her faithful bar-maid that she would stipulate 
with her new husband, be he whom he might, 
that an ample settiement should be made on her, 
to ensure her a respectable match and a sufficient 
independence for a person in her station, upon 
the foundation of which she and the man of 
her choice might follow the prudent example of 
poor Potdovin and iierself, and realizL- a good 
fortune Marguerite, who had hcen always 
remarkable for her generous easy temper, seemed 
little affected by the projected diange in the 
widow's situation. She never repined at what 






iQ th^ portion qo which ^ h^/^i^ry, rigbt^tq 
repkpft durii^ J^otdevm!^ jyUTetuois. . , ^c took tJt^ 
If idow^s assura;nces in a light ami disinterest 
way^ and she did not even utter pn^ murfp^, at 
the profuseness of the reward given to, Paul, ^JU- 
cochet) although it made a very sensible dedwr 
tion from what was now likely to comf^ to })e;r 
own share. 

., But with all this contented . submission to 
whatever might happen as to her fate and fortune. 
Marguerite had a sound understanding, and ^e 
knew enough of the world to know the serious 
value of looking fairly and prudently to one'5 
qmn interests, without a just attention to which, 
it is almost impossible ever to be able to forward 
those of another. She had, besides, some staunch 
ajdd steady friends, and one attached and faithful 
adyiser, in v^ horn she reposed the most implicit 
confidence. Acting, therefore, upon the pru- 
dential reasonings of those who knew human 
nature better than ji»he did, and who thought 
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tb^t n6 defpefid^ce was to Wpkc^d on pfrDitn^ 
that'wi^eliiabli to the shifting of etery capric*,' 
1^'^, ili a calm atid guarded, and -tibt dflfeiisivie 
manner, began a series of quiet inducementii tb 
persuade her mistress to fix beyond all doubt of 
chinge the provision that she so kitidly afla 
gcmero'usly intended to make for her. As this 
was done in a way not to startle that tehdency 
towards avaricious considerations, which I fear 
is too often found lurking about the middle 
of the path of life,' the widow took it all in good 
j)art ; and being, as I have before intimated, not 
only a friendly and generous, but a shrewd and 
seni^ble person, she soon saw that 6he might at. 
once, perhaps/ get Marguerite more cheaply off 
heir hands than, by letting her linger long, allow 
her expectations to acctimulate at' cbnlpotind 
interest. She therefore resolved at once t6 sett?* 
a certain sum upon Marguerite, andthe onl>^ 
thing that puzzled her. Was the - itraount df ^ie 
sum to be settled. She wished to steel* clefet= of 
tingine^s, and ^he was resolved to do nothi'hig 
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«xtravaf{ant : — in fact, she did grudge every 
louis put out of her power of bestowing^ upon 
pMut, her Ff^rd fur vrhom had added a ten- 
fold value to her possessions. 

In tliis dilemma, and swayed backwards and 
forwards by a great number of coDt^ding cal- 
culations and confitderations, she resolved upon 
consulting Paul Ricochet himself. Shethought 
there could be no doubt but such a communica- 
tion would lead to his actual confession of his 
views upon lierself, and that she might, by shew- 
ing him how completely his own interest was in- 
volved, gain a decided sanction to the rather: 
niggardly amount at which she had almost fixed 
Marguerite's intended portion. In consequence 
of this, one frosty day, when Marguerite had 
just left the house on an errand to some distance, 
looking as rosy and crisp as if she did not give 
a thought to her pecuniary concerns, the widow 
pulled her rash bottomed arm-chair closer to 
the fire in the Httle parlour, and told Paul to 
draw nearer ithe three le^ed stool on which-he 




aiM smoking a cigar ; and she began sometfainj 

«R nearly aa possible to the following convei 

tioD, darning a table-cloth, while Paul continued 

smoking all the while. 

I H'tdow. Well, Paul— it's a cold dayii'I' "' 
Paid. Yes, Madame.— (puff !) ! clnnwrol 
Widow. And, Paul — are you warm ? tn - 

Paul. Not very, Madame. ■ 

Widow. Paul— come a little closer to the-fiN^ 

cant you ? 'luc'* iioii 

PauL Yes, Madame.— (puff!) ■; " • 

WidfiTH, Now,Paul, you know what an opinion 

I have of you — that is, Paul, of your good sense 

and prudence — and — . .•'■iiHiim vliiifi^jjui 

Paid. Yes, Madame. iiairti *';Ur»uffwM 

Widow. Well, then, Paul, I have to consult 

you on a very serious affair — and, Paul, I want 
your honest, candid opinion — and I know you' 

ivoiu deceive me ? Will you, Paul ? tti^twi-'i i 
PauL No, Madame.— (puff, puff!) -rl t-illn-i 
Widmo. You know Marguerite, Paul?;" l "'l 

. Patd. Yes, MadaiQc:.~(puff, puff, puffiyuil' 
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.(Fik^« Va^. w«U, Paul; it,iiijnxin|eiitiQp^j(o 
•ettle :6oaietIuDg independent lUfpKMi her— don't 
yjW. tbMik me right, Paul? « • * 

PaW. Yes, Madame.— (puff, .puff i) ... > 

Widow. But, do you knowy I am very snuch 
puzzled. . 

Paid. No, Madame. 

WTdow. Well, but I tell you I am. Do jrou 
know what it is about, Paul? 

Paw/. No, Madame.— (puff 1) 

Widow. How dull you are to-day, Paul ! 

Paid, Yes, Madame, — (puff, puff f) 

Widow. Then it is, Paul* to know— how 
much I should settle on Marguerite. 

PauL (Puff, puff, puff!) 

Widow. Paul ! 

PauL Madame ! 

Widow. Did you hear what I said ? 

Paul. Yes, Madame. 

Widow. .Do you understand me ? 

Paid. No, Madame. — (puff!) 

Widow. Well, then, rince you will, Paul, 



S£EIXG IS NOT BELl£VIN^: 287 

force me to speak plainer-^I want your opiiiion 
— 4u9to the amount I ought to settle? on thif 
girl. Stop, don't answer me in a hui*ry— ccm- 
sider a nioment, Paul — consider just a moment, 
how much my interest is concerned — how much 
those of another person — those of yourself, Paul, 
are at stake — consider — 

Paxd, (Taking his cigar from his mouth, and 
dashing it into the fire) Now, I tell you what, 
Madame Potdevin, you know I am a man of 
few words ; but when I speak, I like to speak 
to the purpose. I know my interest is con- 
cerned — it would be deceiving you and myself 
if I affected not to think so. Therefore, I have 
no opinion on the subject — and what's more, I 
would not give it even if I had one. 

Widow. (Not at all comprehending this kind 
of delicacy) Why now, really, Paul, this is very 
odd of you— rit is indeed, Paul. But, Paul, have 
you no opinion cm a pmnt that is after oU^as 
much perhaps yout affair as it te min^ ? What 
would people say to this ? 
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Paul. Mark me, jVIadauie Fotdevin, no odg 
shall have a word to say agaiost me in tbw 
matter, let what will happen. Your money 
is your own — do with it as you like l (Hete 
Paul lose up and prep^ed to quit tlie room.) 

IVidoic. One word, Paul — but one wnrd — 
Do you think — ten thousand francs enough ? 

Paul. (As he strode out into the kitchen) 
Ten thousand francs! Since you ask me the 
question plainly, I plumply answer, no. Con- 
sidering that Marguerite has helped to make all 
your fortune — considering that had Potdevin 
lived or made a will she would have had at least 
half of it— I do think that ten thousand francs 
would be a shabby portion. That, once for all, 
is my opinion, Madame — and more I wil! never 
gay. You may ^ve the girl what you like — 
more or less — no matter how my own interest 
gains or suffers — no reproach shall rest on me 
anywhere. Good morning, Madame Potdevin. 
And thus ended the colloquy. 
Now, the abrupt and bullying tunc assumed 
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by Faul on this occasion might possibly have 
[icoduced a very bad effect to his disfavour, had 
it not been addressed to a woman, body and soul,' 
ilesh and blood, skin and bone, in love. But 
with females in that disastrous predicament,' 
particularly if they enjoy that " second spring," 
which one of our poets somewhere talks of, 
l»erhaps this very tone is the one most likely to 
be beat received. It is very certain that women 
so circumatanced will bear willingly an air of 
authority from the man they love, though they 
do not, it may be, go the lengths ascribed to 
them by the proverbial saying, which compares 
them to spaniels, but which no author, that I 
recollect, has ventured to exemplify in action 
but Moliere in his character of Pourceynagc's 

There is no knowing what Madame Potdevin 
would not have borne, had Paul been her hua- 
band on that day, and her lovesick fit been still 



alive. As tilings wei 

I received produced a v 
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;, the sharp lecture she 
ry striking and powerful 
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V^^t. That fery day she repaired to the 
iboncet notary (fur tiiere was one such iu the 
town) who had drawn up all her deceased hus- 
band's and her own papers, and, while the w 
beam of generosity wae upon her, she settled 
Rpon Marguerite, beyond the power of leyocA- 
tion, the sum of twenty tliousaod francs, by the 
same process which she had before adopted id 
her recompense to Paul, a transfer of sv a^wh 
Mock in the public funds. 

That evening she assembled Paul, Marguerite, 
Belpeche, the notary, and a few other friends, 
in the memorable httle parlour, and she there, in 
a very off-hand and liberal manner, informed 
t(i(^ .ci[;cle of what slie had done, and deposited 
t|je paper which secured the money in Margue- 
rite's own hands. 

At this strong proof of regard and generosity, 
^nd actuated by feeUngs known best to herself. 
Marguerite burst into tears, and sobbed forth 
tlie warmest expressions of gratitude. She now 
ifiiind.^hgr|e^ . jiylgf d^, more mi|,^^dent ^tl^^ 
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le could have hoped for, though certainiy 
not as rich as she might formerly hare calculated 
on some time or other becomings She had now 
the controul of a large sum of money, while 
youth and spirits were revelling within her — 
how much better than the espectanoy of fi^e 
times as much at her mistress's death, when the 
sap of her own life would be wasted away in the 
anxious watchings for the treasure, dearly bought 
by years of slavery and doubt ! She held the 
paper unconsciously in her hand, until the fast 
falling tears had almost washed out the widow's 
signature, when the sharp-eyed notary removed 
it from its critical position. 

During the progress of this scene, Paul Rico- 
chet did not speak a word. When Ufadame 
Potdevin announced the amoimt' of the settle- 
ment made on Marguerite, he started half up 
from his chair— a very rare instance of being 
thrown off his guard — but immediately recover- 
ing himself, he looked thoughtful and dull for 
the rest of the evening — and the witnesses, one 




nnd all, remarked to each uther on tlieir way 
home that it was a pity such an ungenerous 
narrow minded fellow should ever have the con-' 
Uoul of the liberal widow's 'person and po»- 



Tlie widow herself was pninfully struck with 
Faul's apparent disapproval of what she had 
done in pursuance of his npinton, if not actually' 
his suggestion. She thought she could perceive 
that he retracted his liberal view of the case. 
She lamented her indiscreet profusion a rai>- 
ment, but she was certain in the next that it 
must have plea^ngly proved to him his influence 
over her ; and she thought the best way to ' 
reconcile him to its irrevocable consequence was 
to boldly lead to the important subject, which 
she felt to be the uppermost in his breast as in ■ 
her own. She therefore briefly and blushingly 
addressed the assembled party, to the effect, that<' 
having now in two instances relieved her mind 
from a weight of obligation, and given indepen- ■ 
deuce and respecubility to Marguerite, «lie had ' 
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to<'toiich upoB a matter which involved mdch 
of her own happiness, and might affect perhaps 
that of another. The love-sick emphasis of 
that " perhaps" . was fairly levelled al Paul, 
She could not speak much plainer, but she 
cloBed her address fay saying, that, as many ob- 
stacles would be soon removed to the granting 
of any request which Paul might, in reason, 
make, and which she felt herself in honour 
bound to grant according to her pledge, she 
would fix her own fete day, the third of the next 
month, January, when she would, in presence of 
the chosen party then assembled, and amidst 
the annual congratulations and blessings of her 
fnends, and under the auspices of Saint Gene- 
vieve, her patron and namesake, be prepared to 
receive Paul's request ; and she hoped to grant' <j 
it with the same cordiality and pleasure in wbicli'i' 
she had no doubt it would be asked. t* 

The widow breathed more freely when her. ri 
speech was finished, and, for the first time inn^ 
her life, she felt relieved when Ptuil took hit i 
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candle and walked upstairs to bed. She wil- 
lingly found excuses for his embarrassment of 
air, in the rush of anticipated hai^>ineas in which 
she felt it but natural for him to indulge. She 
,embraoed Marguerite more affectionately than 
ever, as they *lpfatitaUy took possession of their 
bedfi, still in the same chamber ; and Margue- 
.rite's convulang sobbings of gratitude were 
calher a lullaby than an intenpuptji^ to the 
lilacidinBpofie.'of Madame Botde.Yi|i,>oii this the 
ihanMflt night afae (had <spwt tfot/many ia ^y^ear. 
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' I>DiO*te<ht!tvro or three weeks following tlie 
night last alluded to, the parties concerned in 
the momentous question about to be asked, and 
calculated upon as certain to be acceded to, 
mingled with their several occupations serioHs 
thoughts respecting the approaching fete of 
Saint Genevieve. Madame Potdevin indeed did 
many things about her house ; but she thought 
of but one, and the associate points diverging 
from it. The manner in which Paul would pop 
the question — what she should say in reply — 
how she should look — when she should fix tiie 
marriage, and many such other self-put and 
self-answered queries arose upon her mind in 
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vapoury suocessioi 
of mere busiuess sounded buzzingly in ber 
brain ; and had not Marguerite had a little more 
commaod of herself, the affairs of the ion woukl 
have gone into a woeful confusion. 

But Marguerite, too, liad reason to look \o th^ 
coming day with anxiety, if it were merely as 
it might atTcct her own future situation; for it 
was very (questionable indeed if the arrange- 
ments it was to produce might not wholly change 
her situation in lifcj and probably banish her 
from her early home for ever. 

Paul Ricochet felt, and justly too, that the 
moat serious moment of his life was at hand — 
that important one in which he was not only to 
choose his own destiny but tliat of another, 
loading himself with a double weight of respon- 
sibility, for his own happiness and hcr'a. He 
pondered well upon that coming day, and the 
course he was to pursue ; for he knew that his 
reputation for good sense, good feeling, fmr 
plary, and manliness was at ^take. To give him 
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umc to cf^tate more at his ease, and uninter- 
rupted by the bustliii» realities of life, he took 
once more to his fishing-boat, which he had for 



some time neglected. He had her cleaned 



up 



afresh, new caulked, new painted, and re-rigged. 
He had his nets all mended, and his lines all 
leaded, hooked, and baited. He assorted his 
crew from among his oM comrades ; and, with 
his complement of nine men and two boys, he 
once more prepared to put to sea, leaning against 
the rudder of his floating home, as proud, ai 
independent, and as despotic on her little deck 
as any admiral in the fleet. 

The herring fishery was now in its full sea- 
son, and the annual ceremony of " blessing the 
sea" was about to be enacted. A long proces- 
siou of priests, with their attendants, tapers, in- 
cense boxes, and all the paraphernalia of their 
mystery, marched regularly from the town to 
the sea-side ; and there, gazed at by all the idle 
and gaping P^^ "^ ^^^ population, but sympa- 
thised with only by a few of the fishermen and 





into their deep recesses, and to act as a clutnu 
' On the shoals of piscatory wanderers that floated 
through their pathless ways. Among all the 
followers of the reverend magicians, no one 
littered more fervent responses to their invoca- 
tions for large draughts and fine weather than 
ihe widow Potdevin ; and Marguerite echoed 
her mistress's prayers with a due and hecom- 
ing sincerity of tone and mien. 

Paul Bicodhet all the while, with his ana* 
fdlded and a cigar in his mouth, lounged care- 
' lessly against the rudder, which he anxiously 
longed to direct once more ; and when the pro- 
cession returned towards the town, while the 
chanting priests were atiil within hearing, be 
gave the order for hoisting sail, and away hJs 
' little vessel scudded with a light and favouring 

Ibreexe. His was the first to sail. Twenty 
Dthors soon followed its traclc, and the little fleet 
moved gallaiitly away, tacking and manceuver- 
B k 




ing to clear the harbour and avoid running foul 
of eacli other, with great skill and much pictur- 
csqueness. As the leading boat passed the pieraiid 
bounded over the breakers which dasiied upon 
tlie bar, the master at the helm, Paul Ricochet, 
took off his red woollen cap for the last time of 
saluting, and waved it courteously (with the re- 
spectful air of the poorest Frenchman's saluta- 
tion to the lowliest female of the land,) towards 
tlie spot where Madame Potdevin and Margue- 
rite stood. The widow was almost overcome, 
and leaned more lieavily upon her handmaids 
arm, and they waved their pocket handkerchiefs 
in signal of their good wishes, until Paul and 
his little boat were no longer to be distinguished 
from the others, as they were half liidden or 
imperfectly revealed by the heaving of the bil- 
lows. 

For four ajid twenty liours Hicochet and his 
, fellow fishermen remained as usual out at sea. 
,.,.»nd with ihe flowing of tlie tide the following 
.,dsy the little fleet of boats came into the bay 
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^oJD, one by one, without any precedence inxa 
l^ay tiUe but good saiiiag, or any salute bui 
^al: of the expectant figh-womeD yrho htdled 
ft^em, from the pier, i^moug ibe scattered 
groups of these pickled and preserved re- 
tailers, who stood up or sat upon their eniptj 
baskets watching the boats as they approached, 
was to he discovered the figure of Madame Fob- 
devin, throwing out the bait of her ansious loc^s 
with which she hoped to entice Paul Ricochet 
into the tangly ttieshes of the matrimonial net. 
His boat at length appeared working its way 
pierrily into the harbour, its httle streamer of 
Hue serge floating at the mast head ; and ropes, 
<^nd sails, and sides all shining brilliantly in the 
frosty sunbeams — being, hkc all the others, 
^hick covered with the scales oi the hundreds of 
scores of herrings with which it was filled. 
Ricochet stood an usual at the helm, and he and 
,his crew one and all wore upon their cheeks the 
healtliy bloom, pwnted by the rough wiugs of 
the odean breeze. A well pleased look beamed 
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On every countenance, the signal of a successful 
haul ; but the moment Paul's eyes fell upon the 
widow an air of involuntary confusion overspread 
his face. Tliis her quick glance perceived, and 
her heart interpreted it with nounpleasing soki- 
tion. The men forming his crew observed il as 
well, and wondered what the deuce could revive 
the abstracted look with which he had during 
ihe hve-Iong day gazed down into the sea, 
fathoming, with his glances, regions too deep for 
fish. 

For the remaining days of the month of He- 
cember Paul took but few holidays, but niade 
the most of the fine clear frosty weather, catch- 
ing large cargoes of fish, and pondering on the 
deep subject which evidently worked upon hiu 
mind ; and on the evenings when he happeiied 
not to be out at sea, Jiis naanner was, in spite of 
all hia efforts, constrained and stiff, a changi; 
which occasioned much astonishment to the 
widow, whose supple feelings found no Bympathy 
jn his. ■, .1 , . .. / I 
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J have sUitetl ibat Bdpeche was a cautiou!, 
calculating, crafiy old fellow ; and all Iiia actiuuE 
proved tliat be possessed that left-hamled clever- 
neBs, which enabled him to see and turn to 
adi'antage most of the weak pmnts of imotba-. 
He hnd treasured up some plain proverbial 
Axioms, witich he formed into a code for the 
regulation of his conduct, and a standard I>y 
which to calculate the probable conduct of 
otliers. Without enumerating these, itie enough 

' to state that they consisted chiefly of such pru- 
dential sayings, as " patience and perseverance;" 
" 'Tis a long lane that has no turning;" 
" Many a slip 'twixl cup and Up;" — and, with 
conne one or other of these ever in his thoughts, 
though they seldom esca})ed his tongue, he 
never abandoned any pursuit, merely because 
appearances were against success. On this 
principle he had acted through life. He had 
chosen for his garden-ground a piece of land the 

' most apparently unfavourable, but by unwearied 
care he overcame every impediment to making 
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it the best in tlie town, or aroimdit. He tried 
a hundred odd and harsh experiments m piatit- 
ing, grafting, and pruning, but hy dint of 
■watching and waiting, he was sure to catch a 
favourable season or good symptom, nnd aUnost 
always sucoeeded. He thus, like a rattle-snake 
^scinating a bird, fixed liis eye upon his object 
and kept his maw open ; and in ninety-nine 
' eases out of a hundred the victim felt in. 

A man of-less pertinacity or more sentiment, 
would have been sure to hide his head in a bed 
of his own cabbages, sooner than shew hia £ace 
again at the inn, after tlie signal proofe of 
cowardice lie liad there displayed. But Bel- 
p^che made light of the die^grace, and, with a 
cpecies of courage peculiar to some men, he 
braved the whole torrent of reproacli and ridi- 
cule which was poured against liini -, and by 
the caliousne&s of his demeanour under this 
kind of danger,^he actually brought many peu< 
I fde to think he had been calumniated with 




to that other Eort, whirli to ntoet 
L is infinitely leu to be dreaded. Regu- 
larly, then, did the old gardener come, more 
sprucely drcesed than ever, more profusely far- 
nisbed with bunches of geranium, myrtle, and 
■other evergreens, emblematic of his passiott, 
tu pay his daily court and courtly complimeatR 
to the widow Potdevin. Hf gave to alt these 
A^iduitieK the appearance of unshaken devo- 
tion to her, although he acknowledged himself 
to have forfeited all chance for her favour; but 
it was all, in fact, the consequence of pure regard 
Tor himself. For he saw, or thought he saw, 
something mysterious in the hearing of Paul 
Ricochet. He did not exactly know what wa» 
in the wind — but he was determined that it 
should not he for want of a sharp look out, that 
it was not to blow good to him. Madame Pot- 
devin received his continued attentions with 
great indifference ; but valuing his respectable 
character and steady advice, she was glad to 
have him for a friend and witness to her late. 
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important transaction, and to that moat impocfc - 
ant of all with which she was about to usher in 
the new year. 

And at length, the new year came fairly in, 
amidst a profusion ofisweetineats, and cakes, and 
uomfits — 5ulid edibles and empty compliments. 
It slipped so quiedy into the footsteps of the year 
that was just gone, that, by those who had do 
strong motive to mark the time, the entrance and 
the exit might have been alike unnotieed. But 
to the objects of our present observation it was 
not so; and the first of January was marked 
with peculiar solicitude, chiefly because the third 
came so close upon it. And with the dawn of 
that self-same third of January, 1806, there 
was not one of the numerous name-sakes and 
votaries of Saint Genevieve, who opened her 
orisons with a greater flutter of spirit than 
Madame Potdevin, or cnntinued them witltFib 
more ardour, or finished them with higher hop&T^ 
She was rcaUy fond of Paul Ricochet, and she ;; 
Jmgcd for the coming hour, when she intended 




u< pUmly to lay >o to him and the' . jH'MffiBWyH 
J widi out reserve. .'-il'',' ..,?t)/i 

) And sure euougli that hour arrived-^itt not, 
^ alas ! to answer tlie expectations of JUadame 
. jPutdeviD. Once mote the little parlour aASumed 
. the important air of council-chamber aonee- 
quence. The chosen friends were there— -.the 
new year's presents — the fete-day offerings— 
, flowers fi'om Belpeche, and fish from Paul, 
and sundry varieties of other gifts from all the 
widow^s neighbours around. Amidst such a 
profusion of blooming things who could hav-e 
thought that disappointment would have lurked, 
like a canker witliiii the blossoms ! 

As the friends came in, one by one, or in 
, pairs, or groups, the ready and ruddy cheeks of 
the lyidow presented themselves to the embraces 
of the visitors, gaining new bloom from the con- 
tact, instead of giving it, as the cheeks of other 
^^_ ,, widows might do. Belpeche was one of the 
^^B [^ £rst at the levee, carrying a bouquet too large 
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' cordingly pladed in a tubupon tlie round marbW 
table, which, according to cusUan, graced the 
middle of the httle parlour. The mantel-piece 

" groaned with the inferior offerings of boxes of 
bon-bons, and little nick-nacks of foil and fiiagTBe 
and looking-glass combined, of the price of five 

'francs down to one. 

The widow's eyes glanced pleasedly upon 

• 'tftcsc trifles, for the habit of receiving such 
^'."tokens of kind feeling from one's neighhours. 
' -raises them much above their intrinsic value. 
'■' Bat an object of a different nature ivas in the 
■ -widow's thoughts, and she never considered the 

presents of her fote day friends so Httle worth. 

At length Paul Ricochet came in. He was 

determined to be the last, that he might Tiave a 

full room to keep hrm in countenance — not viu- 

"'faring to confront the single tenderness <rf the 

'Widow. He had dressed himself in his very 

" best for the occasion. His fur cap and Wue 

* ■woollen jacket, with its brass buttons, the red 
scarf of netted worsted twined round Im neck. 
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the gceea plush waistcoat, blue doth trowsefs, 
and huge brown bouta, wrinkled half way up 
hia tbigh% wore all spick and span new, as w«ll 
as the pair of fox-tikin gloves, which «c>m- 
pleled his costume from head to hand and foot. 
As he entered the room he doffed his cap, and 
bowing respectfully to the whole company, and 
particularly to the widow, he pulled off the hairy 
covering from his right hand, and held it out 
to Maiguerite. She placed her'a in it cordially, 
and from the rush of crimson to her cheeks, it 
was surniised that Paul gave her fingers about 
suql)^ 01 squeeze as he might have given to a 
halyard or a cable. 

JEyety eye was turned upon Paul, and e*ery 
ear straining to catch the sounds of his expected 
speech. Pie did not keep the company long in 
suspense ; for standing bolt upright, and clap- 
ping the cap once more upon the side of his 
head, and holding Marguerite's hand steadily in 
his, he b«gaa as follows :— ' 

'' Madame Potdevin, I owe you a great HHiny 
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obligations, and I am very grateful to you for' 
them, and particularly for your generous bounty^ 
lately^ and, so far, all is right.' And noii',' 
Madame, I have a requett to ask — and you pro^'' 
mised to grant it — and I am sure you will — '■'^ 
and, so far, all is right ! Now, Madame— hoi rl 
up , your bead, Marguerite ! Now, Madame,' ' 
need I ask the favour? Does not Uie whole'' 
thing speak for itself? — I hope you can't break" 
faith and retract your promise, but that you*^ 
ii'ill consent to my marrying Slargiierite," '^' 

" Marry Marguerite !" exclaimed every one, 
the widow scarcely able to articulate the Wonder-"' 
speaking exclamation. ' ""■' ^ 

'* Aye, to be sure, and why not ? H^T^lrt 
w« loved each other many a year, and without 
a aoul knowing it but ourselves, secretly and 
faitlifuUy ? And bo far ail was right — wasn't 
it? Come, Madame Poldevin, you have made 
meindependent of youy^' "i-i ^" ^■"'^""'- ■ " ■ ■■-^ ■ 

" Indeed, indeed ■^: ^l»*fei>'*= «flft«('-"y#'^ 
widflK. ;„...j-;'w/ jwoi^ai.-jbJu'i jiiii»i.iiW ' 




I this is the way yoa repay her gents 
routj !" cried the 

"Let him go on" — whispered Belpeche. 

: "You have made me independent," conti- 
nued Paul, iettin» go Marguerite's hand ; and 
taking a greasy leather case from the inside 
pocket of his jacket, and untying the string 
that lioiind it, he drew forth a paper, and held 
it up to view. " Here is the document," con- 
tinued he, " which gives me the ten thousand 
francs of your money. It is a large sum, a 
fortune for me; butnot for ten times the amount 
— ^that is about your whole fortune perhaps — 
wbuld I keep it, and let you, Madame, or 
itfy one living, say I took advantage of your 
gtnerosity to use you ill." 

' "Wirti these words, he tore the assignment 
intO'scmps, and strewed them on the floor. 

'*' Whftt are you doing, man?" exclaimed 
the" astonished notary, gatheting the pieees to.' 
gMhef.' 

"Oil, Paut, Paul," cried the widow, " Icatmot 





speak to you 1 How cruel and honourable both 
together !'' 

" No, Madame, not, a bit cruel. Had I 
indeed abandoned this good girl, and sold 
myself for your money, I should have been 
cruel and dishonourable too — but I could do 
neither.'' 

" Oh!" cried the widow, hysterically, "amd 
I come to this? Oh, Marguerite, you trea^< 
clieroiis thing! to get my property from meji 
and steal him whom I valued more than all !V ,■ 

"All, IVIadame," sobbed Marguerite,"! can,; 
excuse all you say~but I don't deserve it, I 
did not steal hiDi from you, for he was mine, by 
promise and vow, in truth and honour, many a: 
day before you had any right to think of him; 
and as for the money you have settled on m?,'it 
h true, I did follow the advice of my friends, 
and of Paul above all the rest, to get. you to 
make me independent ; but when we saw what 
your generosity did for me, giving me twice as 
uiucli as you had intended, and twenty thousand 




limes more iJian you need have done, im could 
moke but one resolution, and this isit'" — and 
here she puUod out her asBignnient of the 
tyrenty thousand francs from her bosom, and 
following Paul's example she tore it into pieces. 

" Oh, don't tear it, don't tear il," exclaimed 
the widow, " I'd rather you'd keep the mone;, 
and let me hate you 1" and a violent flood t4 
tears citme to her relief. . 

" No, no, Aladame Fotdeviu) you must BOt 
hate me," sobbed Marguerite, taking hex 
ou^tresB'B hand ; " you have all aloDg loved me, 
apd from childhood up, I have known no mother 
but you, and I have loved you and do love 
you like a child. Oh, do forgive me, Madame : 
I would have given Paul up entirely, when I 
found you liked him, but I couldn't — inde^ 
Madame, I couldn't ; I struggled hard with my- 
self, but he had a way with him that quite 
overcame all my resolutions," 

" 1 know he h^d, the horrid wretch !" said the 
widow, convulsively. 




" Come, come, Madame," whimpered Pau^ I 
taking the other hand, " do forgive me — it wiHi 
not ray fault' — nature made me so." 

" Don't touch me with your nasty hand, you 
— ^you — Oh Paul, Paul, Paul !" once more cried 
the poor widow, and her head involuntarily 
leaned against his shoulder, while she still held 
his and Marguerite's hands in hers. " Oh 
what shall I do or say .''" continued she, unheed- 
ingly, and scarcely expecting an answer. But 
there was a prompt one quite ready. 

" Fm-give them, and tell them you do,'^ slily 
whispered Belpeche. 

" Ah, Monsieur Belpeche, are you there?" 
said the widow, raising hei' eyes languidly, and 
throwing their misty beams upon iJic insinuating 
old gardener. 

" To be sure I am," replied he softly, " where 
would I be when the widow Potdevin was un- 
happy or uncomfortable?" 

Shall I press the continuance of this scene 
upon my readers ? or insult their ready tact at 
VOL. n. p 
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*ii!i(fiiig' up a Btory, by telling ^em.the i«Mlt? 
tit weary them by Bpioning out details, of ifta 
they know, by tbis time at least, wasi isupeitP 
tiappeti.'' T will do no such thing, buCiiet'ttlein 
6ae and alt find out of 'hemselves how i the 
widow recovered her temper snd her spiFtts— bo^' 
she forgave the delinquents whom sJie could not 
punish — how she was touched by the honesty and 
independent spirit of botii in returning to her 
what she had given away — how she could not 
bear the thoughts of entiicly losing Marguerite, 
and giving up Paul — how she consented to their 
marriage, shared her fortune with them, sod 
made it a condition that they should ever live 
tbgether^how she prudently thought that, to 
bVoid scandal and secure impunity, she could 
notdo better than marry old Belpeche — how sbf 
married him accordingly — and how the whole 
party lived as happily and comfortably as bus^ 
they might for the fifteen long years preeedil^ 
my first visit to the inn, where I found theBi 
andldft jhemjustin the state..deBenbed tQ.Utt 
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Opening pages of this tale, Ail this J leave my 
readers to «ettie to their own fancy, giving my 
Unction to tlie arrangement of the whole. , 

' 1 hope, however, in my anxiety to be brief 
at liiis conclusion of my ^ tory, I have not omitted 
any of those little ccmenl'mg points necessary to 
canaect the whole. If I have, I throw myself 
on the indulgence of my readers, and beg that 
they, for whom I have avowedly left so much to 
iill up, will als4] supply such possible deJiuieacies. 
So that thus every reader providing for an 
omission as he tliinks it ought to have been done 
by the author, the latter runs a betterchance qf 
giving general satisfactian. , jliBin 

I have very little indeed to cummunica^^^^ 
the doings of the "joint stock "' proprietors of 
the inn. If an}' little bubbles (the natural »»m^- 
ciatea connected with such companies) arose hafn 
time to time on the surface of the dome&lj^ 
waters, their bursting only left the stream ,to 
flow on untroubled again. >>'othing, in fact, I 
bf-liere, could have been .more generally proqwt- 
p 2 
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shutting liis eyes on whatever he did not choose 
to see. I'aul Ricochet gave up the fishing trade 
and took to inn-keeping, which he managed 
cleverly but rather clumsily, The widow and 
Marguerite, as joint mistresses, had no rivalries 
to disturb theui. Paul performed to a marvel 
the duties of a good husband, and he made up 
in kind offices to Madame Potdevin, as well as 
he was able, for Ihe disappointment she had in 
the first instance experienc«l. Her natural good 
sense soon reconciled her to the only state of 
things which was attainable, and she assented 
to Paul's favourite maxim that " bo far all was 
right." 

I have not thought it worth my while, and 
I am sure it is not worth my readers', to throw 
away a thought upon Captain Blouse — 1 never 
inquired what became of htm. 




Perfect happiness, or freedom from its reverse, 
is not to be found in this world ; therefore it is 
not astonishing that one subject of a painful 
nature was constantly mixed with the enjoy- 
ments of the inn and its inmates. This was 
the unfortunate imputatioa fixed indelibly 
upon the house, of its being haunted. Nothing 
could ever remove the impression that such was 
the case from the public mind, and indeed even 
the private circle of its inhabitants was one and 
al! infected irith the same suspicion, if not the 
actual belief. A thousand odd stories and re- 
markable coincidences had accumulated in the 
space of fifteen years, all tending to give great 
weight to the popular, and, as I have just said, 
to the private notion. It is needless to dwell on 
those. To many, such circumstantial evidence 
would prove nothing ; to others, what I saw my- 
self may be sufficient proof. The prevalent 
notion was, that the frequent visitings of the 
first years following the mysterious stranger's 
appearance and most awful death, had gradually 
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«ub»(kil into ihise vhtch am said to be-p^uiuc 
U> asgels, few and far between^' > itiifoct^ m 
annual return was all that was believed^n )»heti 
L first saw the inn, and thatwasalwxtvssuppobd 
CO take place on the anniversary t^ someone rf 
the three nights on which Belpfdiet BloUfi^ 
ftud Ricochet took their memorable ituriU'tf 
watch. Except on those nights^ tmvellergittnd 
townsmen freely slept at the inn, (uid ifcsw^ 
notliing ; but on these no one within the «diO bf 
the rumours of La Rochclle would, for' arty 
consideration, venture to encounter the risks 
wlucb I unwittingly ran, and at any rate es- 
cafied from. ' "'"H' 

Whflther the stranger's spirit did ofitU^ 
haunt the house,. it is not for me t^ ^y.i 
He^t qasintainE striotly that the gre«n chxnt^ 
ber is and ever will be subject to its appearrfiJce, 
and that the habit of the being, during life, of 
hunting in the presses and cupboards, is still 
the distinctive proof of the spectre's identity. 
I myself have never encouraged the belief 



tbalb Xqsafl&ri^ tins thingv^^ tis^^Htoitet krj^r I 
9m pftii<ftir;iiorsiiiicUiibd to'briiete thdt'M^B^ 
th&lsleeqpyy> aiaid i-estlesB^ alid h^if uiic6iii^i0Us 
B^pi^cbe^ tbait; vandeted in bis dotage' into 
lbe>;T9om. where I lay, quietly opening dnd 
sbUtUQg th^ ddors, the well cnled hinges of 
lnhieb did not betray the mortality of tbef 
c^penii^r and! abutter. I wish to think that 
Banger crept upon my bed and trembled there 
only from the natural timidity of his disposition) 
ai]Hi I endeavour to discard all that is ^up^r ih 
thi^ whole adventure. . . ; / ^ 

> Still I do not venture to pronounce a positive 
opinion. I leave to theorists the task bf'tlfe-> 
lancing contending i*easoning8 ; and, forfn^ 6Wn 
p^, I conclude as I begins, by asdei'ting^'in- 
contradiction to the proverb, that^^sssfK^U^ 

NOT • JBEWJEVING.'' ■-••' -' ■*•* 
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